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H  ymn-b3'6ic 


DESIGNED    AS 


A  Conftant  Companion 


.      P    I    o    u    s. 

tOLLECTED  FROM  VARIOUS  AUTHOR.?^ 
t 

■ <-<^-^>.> 

THE    TWENTY-FIRST    EDITION. 
'-■  ■        ■■<■■<« 


'  PSALM    CIV.    33. 

I    WILL    SING   UNTO    THE    LoRD    AS    tONG    AS   T    tivt'^ 
I    WILL    SING    PRAISES    UNTO    MY    GoD 
WHILE    I    HAVE    MY    BEING. 

<<'^'^'^^'^-^>-> 

PHILADELPHIA: 

TRINTED  BY  HENJIV  TUCKNISS,    NO.   25,   CHURCH-ALLEY, 

AND    SOLD    BV    JOHN    DICKINS,   NO.  50,,  NORTH - 

SECOND-STREET,   NEAR    ARCa*STREET. 


1797. 

IPHce  Half  a  Dollar.-} 


TO    THE 


MEMBERS  AND  FRIENDS 


OF    THE 


Methodiil-Epifcopal  ChurcL 

— 'm^m^^ — 

DEAR   BRETHREN, 

"V^O  U  are  prefented  *with  a  choice  and  coniplcic 
'Pocket  HYMN-BOOK,  comuwJing  a  coU 
ledton  jitted  for  prrcate  demotion  (luben  you  zvGuld 
*wijl2  TO  fpeak  to  your/elves  in  Hymns  and  Spiritual 
Songs)  as  ivell  as  for  family,  focial,  and  public 
*ivorJ]jip  :  and  as  ive  intend  to  keep  a  conftant  ftp- . 
ply^  the  general  cry  of  our  congregations,  "  that  they 
cannet  procure  Hymn- Books,''''  -S:ll  he  f^cpped,.  and 
ive  trujl  you  luill  be  much  ajfyled  ly  the  prefent  pub- 
lication, in  the  performance  of  thefc  important  parts 
of  divine  frvice, 

7he  Hymn-Books  ivhich  have  been  already  puh- 
lifloed  among  us,  are  truly  excellent.  The  S:lecl 
Hymns,  the  double  colleBion  of  Hymn;  and  P^aJrns, 
xind  the  Redemption-Hymns,  difplay  great  fpiritu- 
ality,  as  'well  as  purity  of  didion.  The  large  Cori- 
gregational  Hymn- Book  is  admirable  indeed,  but  is 
too  expenfive  for  the  poor,    ivho    Imve  little  time 


[  ii  ] 

and  lefs  money,  'The  Pocket  Hymn- Book  lately  fent\ 
abroad  in  thefe  States,  is  a  mojl  'valuable  performA 
ance  for  thofe  lubo  are  deeply  fpiritual,  but  is  better 
fulted  to  the  European  Methodijis,  among  nvhom  all 
the  before-mentioned  books  have  been  thoroughly  cir- 
culated for  many  years.  But  all  the  excellencies  of 
the  former  publications  are  in  a  great  meafurs  con." 
centred  in  the  pvefent,^  which  contains  the  choicejl  and 
viojl  precious  of  the  Hymns  that  are  to  be  found  in 
the  former  editions  .  and  at  the  fame  time  is  fo  porta- 
ble^ that  you  may  alnvays  carry  it  with  you  witheut 
the  leajl  inconvenience ^ 

We  are  the  more  delighted  with  this  defign^  as  no 
perfonal  advantage  is  concerned.,  but  the  public  good 
alone.  For  after  the  necejfary  expenfes  of  printing 
and  binding  are  dif charged,  iv'e  Jljall  make  it  a  noble 
charity  by  applying  the  profits  arijing  therefrom  ^  to 
religious  and  charitable  purpofcs. 

No  motive  of  a  finijler  nature  has  therefore  injlu* 
cnced  us  in  any  degree  to  publijh  this  excellent  com- 
pilation. It  Jms  received  the  approbation  of  the 
Conferences,  and  contains  many  valuable  Hymns 
ivhich  fome  of  the  former  editions  did  not.  As  the 
profits  of  the  former  editions  have  been  fcrupuloujly  ap-* 
plied  as  above,  fo  the  fame  appropriation  of  the  profits 
of  the  prefent  Jhall  be  confcicntioujly  obferved.  We 
mujl  therefore  eafnejlly  entreat  you,  if  you  have  any 
refpe^  for  the  authority  of  the  Conference,  or  of  us^, 
or  any  regard  for  the  profperily  rf  the  ConnedioUf 
to  purchafe  no  Hymv^Boohs^  but  what  are Jigned 
%mih  the  names  of  your  two  Bjfhopi, 
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We  exhort  you  to  fing  'with  the  Spirit ^  and  ivith 
the  under/landing  alfo  :  and  thus  may  the  high 
praifes  of  G  0  D  be  fet  up  from  Eajl  to  JVeJ}.,  from 
North  to  South  ;  and  nveflmll  he  happily  injlrumental 
in  leading  the  devotion  of  thoufands,  and  fball  re- 
joice to  join  you  in  time  and  eternity^ 

We  are. 

Dear  Brethren f 

Tour  faithful  Paflors  m  Chr'ifl, 
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POCKET 

HYMN-BOOK, 

AWAKENING  and  INVITING> 

HYMN     I.     C.  M.     Leeds. 

1  dT^  FOR  a  thoufand  tongues  to  fing 

V^    My  dear  Redeemer's  praife  I 
The  glories  of  ray  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  his  grace  ! 

2  My  gracious  Mafter  and  my  God, 

Aflilt  me  to  proclaim, 
To  fpread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 
The  honours  of  thy  name. 

3  Jefus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fcars^ 

That  bids  our  forrows  ccafe  : 
'Tis  mufic  in  the  finner's  ears  ; 
'Tis  life  and  health  and  pea,ce. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  cancelPd  fin. 

He  fets  the  pris'ner  free  ; 
His  bltjod  can  make  the  foulcO:  clean  ; 
His  blood  avail'd  for  me. 

5  Look  unto  him,  ye  nations,  own 

Your  God,  ye  fallen  race  ; 
]L,ook,  and  be  favM  though  faith,  alone^ 
Be  juftifyM  by  grace  i 
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6  See  all  your  fins  on  Jefus  laid ! 

The  Lamb  of  God  was  flain, 
His  foul  was  once  an  off' ring  made, 
^     For  every  foul  of  man. 

7  With  me  your  chief,  ye  then  {hall  know, 

Shall  feel  your  fins  forgiv'n  ; 
Anticipate  your  heav'n  below. 
And  own  that  love  is  heaven. 
HYMN     II.     Epworth. 
J    £~^  0?vIE,  ye  finners,  poor  and  needy, 
V^    Weak  and  wounded,  fick  and  fore, 
Jefus  ready  (lands  to  fave  you. 
Full  of  pity,  love,  and  pow'r  ; 

He  is  able. 
He  Is  willing,  doubt  no  more. 

2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome, 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
True  belief,  and  true  repentance, 
Ev'ry  grace  that  brings  you  nigh? 

Without  money 
Come  to  Jefus  Chriil  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  confcience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitnefs  fondly  dream  : 
All  the  litnefs  he  requireth. 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  him  ; 

This  he  gives  you, 
'Tis  the  Spirit's  glimm'ring  beafti* 

4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden 'd, 

Bruis'd  and  mangled  by  the  fall. 
If  you  tarry  till  you  're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all; 

Not  the  righteous, 
,Sinners  Jefus  came  to  call. 
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5  Agonizing  in  the  garden, 

Lo  !   your  Maker  proftrate  lies  L 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  him  ! 
Hear  him  cry  before  he  dies, 

"  It  is  fmlfli'd  \" 
Sinners,  will  not  this  fuffice  ? 

6  Lo  !   the  incarnate  God  afcending. 

Pleads  the  merit  of  his  blood  ; 
Venture  on  him,  venture  freely. 
Let  no  other  truft  intrude  ; 

None  but  Jefus 
Can  do  helplefs  Tinners  good. 

7  Saints  and  angels  join'd  in  conceit. 

Sing  the  praifes  of  the  Lamb, 
While  the  blifsful  feats  of  heav'n. 
Sweetly  echo  with  his  name. 

Hallelujah  ! 
Sinners  here  may  do  the  fame. 

HYMN    in.    L.  M.    Invitation.^ 

1  f^  OME,  fmners,  to  the  gofpel-feaft  ; 
V^    Let  every  foul  be  Jeui's  guell ; 
Ye  need  not  one  be  left  behind  ; 

For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind. 

2  Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call ; 
The  invitation  is  to  all ; 

Come  all  the  world !   come,  finner,  thou! 
All  things  in  Chrift  are  ready  now. 

3  Come,  all  ye  fouls  by  fm  opprefs'd, 
Ye  reitlcfs  wand'rers  after  reit  ; 

Ye  poor,  and  maim'd,  and  halt,  and  blind^ 
In  Chrift  a  hearty  welcome  find. 
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4  My  meffage  as  from  God  receive ; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Chrlft  and  live  ; 
O  let  his  love  your  hearts  conftrain, 
Nor  fufFer  him  to  die  in  vain  ! 

5  His  love  is  mighty  to  compel : 
His  conq'ring  love  confent  to  feel ; 
Yield  to  his  love's  refiftlefs  power. 
And  fight  againft  your  God  no  more. 

6  See  him  fet  forth  before  your  eyes. 
That  precious,  bleeding  facrifice  ! 
His  ofFer'd  benefits  embrace, 
And  freely  nov^^  be  fav'd  by  grace  i 

7  This  is  the  time ;  no  more  delay  5 
Tb  's  is  the  acceptable  day :  , 
Come  in,  this  m.oment,  at  his  call, 

^^d  live  for  him  who  dy'd  for  all ! 

HYMN     IV.      Foundery. 

Why  <will  ye  die  ?  0  houfe  of  Ifrael  t 
Ezek.   xviii.    31. 

g    QINNERS,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
CJ   God,  your  Maker,  ail^s  you  why  I 
God,  who  did  your  being  give. 
Made  you  with  himfelf  to  live  ; 
He  the  fatal  caufe  demands, 
Ail:  >  the  work  of  his  own  hands  ; 
Why,  ye  thankiefs  creatures,  why. 
Will  ye  crofs  his  love,  and  die  ? 

3   Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Saviour,  aiks  you  why  i 
God,  who  did  your  fouls  retrieve, 
Py'd  himfelf,  that  you  might  Hve^ 
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Will  you  let  him  die  in  vain  ? 
Crucify  your  Lord  again  ? 
Why,  ye  ranfom'd  finners,  why. 
Will  you  flight  his  grace,  and  die  ? 

3   Sinners,  turn,  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  the  Spirit,  afl^s  you  why, 
He,  who  all  your  lives  hath  ftrove^ 
Woo'd  you  to  embrace  his  love : 
Will  you  not  the  grace  receive? 
Will  you  ftill  refufe  to  live  ? 
Why,  ye  long-fought  fmners,  why. 
Will  you  grieve  your  God,  and  die  ? 

k  Dead,  already  dead  within, 
Spiritually  dead  in  fm. 
Dead  to  God,  while  here  you  breathe^ 
Pant  you  after  fecond  death  ? 
Will  you  ftill  in  fm  remain, 
Greedy  of  eternal  pain  ? 
O,  ye  dying  finners,  why. 
Why  will  you  for  ever  die  ? 

HYMN     V.     L.  M.     Iniyitation. 
I    QINNERS,  obey  the  gofpel  word! 
O    Halle  to  the  fupper  of  my  Lord  ; 
Be  wife  to  know  your  gracious  day ; 
Alt  things  are  ready,  come  away. 

z  Readv  the  Father  is  to  own, 
Arid  f~>ifs  his  late-returning  fon  ; 
lie '  !^*  vour  loving  Saviour  ftands. 
At      fpifeads  for  you  his  bleeding  hands. 

3   R';.*)  the  Spirit  of  his  love 
J  ait  now  the  ftony  to  remove ; 
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T'  apply  and  witnefs  with  the  bloody 
And  wafh  and  feal  the  fons  of  God. 
^  Ready  for  you  the  angels  wait, 
To  triumph  in  your  bleft  eftate  ; 
Tuning  their  harps,  they  long  to  praife 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace. 

5  The  Father,   Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
Are  ready  with  their  fhining  hoft  : 
All  heav'n  is  ready  to  refound, 

«  The  dead*s  alive  !   the  loft  is  found  !'* 

6  Come  then,  ye  finners,  to  your  Lord, 
In  Chrift  to  paradife  reftor'd : 

His  profFer'd  benefits  embrace, 
The  plenitude  of  gofpel  grace. 

HYMN     VI.      Fetter-Lane. 
J    "Y^  EHOLD  the  Saviour  of  mankind 
jy   Nall'd  to  the  fhameful  tree  ; 
How  vaft  the  love  that  him  inclined 
To  bleed  and  die  for  thee  ! 

2  Hark,  how  he  groans  !   while  nature  fliakes. 

And  earth's  ftrong  pillars  bend  ! 
The  temple's  veil  in  funder  breaks. 
The  folld  marbles  rend. 

3  'Tis  done  !  the  precious  ranfom's  paid, 

"  Receive  my  foul !"  he  cries  ; 
See,  where  he  bows  his  facred  head  t 
He  bows  his  head  and  dies  ! 

4  But  foon  he*ll  break  death's  envious  chaln^ 

And  in  full  glory  fhlne  ; 
O  Lamb  of  God  !   was  ever  painj 
Was  ever  love  like  thine  \ 
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HYMN    VII.     Welfi, 

1  ^\    Love  divine  !   what  liafl  thou  done  ! 
\_/    Th'  immortal  God  hath  dy'd  for  me  !" 
The  Father's  co-eternal  Son 

Ewre  all  my  liiis  upon  the  tree  : 
Th'   immortal  God  for  me  hath  dy'd: 
M>  Lord,   my  Love  is  crucify'd. 

2  Behold  him,  all  ye  that  pafs  by, 

The  bleecb'ng  Prince  of  life  and  peace! 
Come  fee,  ye  worms,  your  Maker  die, 

And  fay  was  ever  grief  like  his  ! 
Come  feel  with  me  his  blood  apply'd ; 
My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucify'd. 

3  Is  crucify'd  for  me  and  you. 

To  bring  us  rebels  back  to  God; 
Believe,  believe  the  record  true, 

Ye  all  are  bought  with  Jefu's  blood : 
Pardon  for  all  flows  from  his  fide  : 
My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucify'd. 

4  Then  let  us  fit  beneath  his  crofs. 

And  gladly  catch  the  healing  ftream  ;, 
All  things  for  him  account  but  lofs, 

And  give  up  all  our  hearts  to  him  ;- 
Of  nothing  think  or  fpeak  befide, 
My  Lord,  my  Love  is  crucify'd. 

HYMN    VIII.     C.  M, 

\    ^  I  ^HEE  we  adore,   Eternal  Name, 
JH.      And  humbly  own  to  thee. 
How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame, 
What  dying  wprms  we  be  ! 
B 
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2  Our  wafting  lives  grow  fhorter  ftill. 

As  days  and  months  increafe ; 
And  ev'ry  beating  pulfe  we  tell, 
Leaves  but  the  number  lefs. 

3  The  year  rolls  round,  and  Heals  away 

The  breath  that  firft  it  gave : 

Whate'er  we  do,  where'er  we  be, 

We're  trav'lling  to  the  grave. 

4  Dangers  ftand  thick  thro'  all  the  ground^ 

To  pufti  us  to  the  tomb  ; 
And  fierce  difeafes  wait  around. 
To  hurry  mortals  home. 

5  Great  God  !   on  what  a  flendei  thread 

Hang  everlafting  things  ! 
Th'  eternal  Hates, of  all  the  dead 
Upon  life's  feeble  ftrings  ! 

6  Infinite  joy  or  endlefs  wo, 

Depends  on  ev'ry  breath  ; 
And  yet  how  unconcern'd  we  go 
Upon  the  brink  of  death  ! 

7  Waken,  O  Lord,  our  drowfy  fenfe^ 

To  walk  this  dang'rous  road  ; 
A  nd  if  our  fouls  are  hurry'd  hence, 
May  they  be  found  in  God  ! 

HYMN    IX.    C.  M. 

1  "T  X  T  H  E  N  rifing  from  the  bed  of  deatl 

V  V      O'erwhelm'd  with  guilt  and  fear, 
I  view  my  Maker,  face  to  face, 
O  how  fhall  I  appear ! 

2  If  yet  while  pardon  may  be  found, 

And  mercy  may  be  fought ; 
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My  foul  with  inward  horror  fhrinks. 
And  trembles  at  the  thought ! 

When  thou,  O  Lord,  fhalt  (land  difclos'd 

In  majelty  fevere. 
And  lit  in  judgment  on  my  foul, 

O  how  fhall  I  appear  ? 

O  may  my  broken,  contrite  heart, 

Timely  my  fins  lament, 
And  early  with  repentant  tears. 

Eternal  wo  prevent. 

Behold  the  forrows  of  my  heart, 

Ere  yet  it  be  too  late  ; 
And  hear  my  S:iviour's  dying  groai3(. 

To  give  thofe  iorrcws  weight. 

For  never  {hall  my  foul  4efpair 

Her  pardon  to  fecure, 
Who  knov.'S  thy  only  Son  hath.dy'd 

To  make  that  pardon  fure. 
HYMN    X.     S.  M. 
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To  lay  this  body  down  ? 
And  muft  my  trembling  fpirit  fly 

Into  a  world  unknown  ? 

A  land  of  deeped  fhade, 

Ur.pierc'd  by  human  thought ; 
The  dreary  regions  of  the  dead. 

Where  all  things  are  forgot. 

Soon  as  from  earth  I  go^ 
Wbat  v/ill  become  of  me  ? 
Eternal  happinefs  or  wo 
Muft  then  my  portion  be  J 
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Wak'd  by  the  trumpet's  founds 
I  from  my  p-rave  mull  rife, 
And  fee  the  Judge  witfi  glory  crown'd,. 
And  fee  the  flaming  flcies ! 

3        How  (liall  I  leave  my  tomb  I 
With  triumph  or  regret  ? 
A  fearful  or  a  joyful  doom, 
A  curfe  or  bleffing  meet  ? 
Will  angel-bands  convey 
Their  brother  to  the  bar  ? 
Or  devils  drag  my  foul  away 
To  meet  its  fentence  there  ? 

4.       Who  can  refolve  the  doubt 

That  tears  mv  anxious  hreaft  ? 
Shall  I  be  with  the  damnM  c:di  out^ 
Or  number'd  with  the  bleil : 
I  muft  from  God  be  dn'v'n, 
Or  with  my  Saviour  dwell  : 
Muil  come  at  his  command  to  heav'n. 
Or  elfe  depart  to  hell. 

^        O  thou  that  wouldii  not  have 
One  wretched  finner  die, 
Who  dy'dfi:  thyfelf,   n^.y  foul  to  fave 
From  endlefs  mifery  ! 
Show  me  the  way  to  fliun 
Thy  dreadful  wrath  fevere, 
That  when  thou  comefi:  on  thy  throne 
I  may  with  joy  appear. 

6        Thou  art  rhyfelf  the  v.ay, 
Thylelf  in  me  reveal  ; 
3o  (hall  I  fpetid  my  life';,  fliort  U.ry 
Obedient  to  thy  will ; 
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So  fliall  I  love  my  God, 
Becaufe  he  firft  lov'd  me. 
And  pralfe  thee  in  thy  bright  abode, 
To  all  eternity. 

HYMN     XI.      Snowjieldh, 

1  A    N  D  am  I  only  born  to  die  ? 
.jLJl.   And  muil  I  fuddenly  comply 

With  nature's  ftern  decree  ? 
AVhat  after  death  for  me  remains  ? 
Celeftial  joys,  or  hellifh  pains, 

To  all  eternity. 

2  How  then  ought  I  on  earth  to  live, 
While  God  prolongs  the  kind  reprieve. 

And  props  the  houfe  of  clay  ; 
My  fole  concern,  my  lingle  care. 
To  watch  and  tremble  and  prepare 

Again  ft  that  fatal  day  ! 

3  No  room  for  mirth  or  trifling  here. 

For  worldly  hope,  or  worldly  fear,  ' 

If  life  fo  foon  is  gone  ; 
If  now  the  Judge  is  at  the  door, 
And  all  mankind  muft  ftand  before 

Th'  inexorable  throne  ! 

4  No  matter  which  my  thoughts  employ, 
A  moment's  mifery  or  joy  : 

But  oh  !   when  both  fhall  end, 
Where  (hall  I  find  my  deftin'd  place  ? 
Shall  T  my  everlafting  days 

With  fiends  or  angels  fpend  ? 
B  2 
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5  Nothing  is  worth  a  thought  beneath^. 
But  how  I  may  efcape  the  death 

That  never,  never  dies  ? 
How  make  my  own  election  fare, 
And,  when  I  fail  on  earth,  fecure 

A  manfion  in  the  f]<.ies. 

6  Jefus  vouchfafe  a  pitying  ray, 

Be  thou  my  guide,  be  thou  ray  way 

To  glorious  happ'.r,c:fs  ! 
Ah  !   write  the  pardon  on  my  heart. 
And  whenfoe'tr  I  hence  depart, 

Let  me  depart  in  peace. 

HYMN     XII.     S.  M. 
I        'T^  HOU  Judge  of  qr-Jck  and  dead^ 
X      Before  whofe  b.-;.r  fcvere, 
With  holy  joy  or  guilty  -'.read. 
We  all  (hall  foon  app^i-ir  ; 
Our  caution'd  fouls  prepare 
For  that  tremendous  d^y, 
And  fill  us  now  with  waicbful  care, 
And  flir  us  up  to  pr.iy  ; 

3        To  pray  and  wait  the  hour. 
That  awful  hour  iMikor-wn: 
When  rob'd  in  rnajtfty  and  pow'r 
Thou  flialt  from  heaver,  come  down  : 
Th'  immortal  Son  of  Man, 
To  judge  the  human  race. 
With  all  thy  Father's  dazzHng  r:    ui. 
With  all  thy  glorious  grace. 

3        To  damp  our  earthly  joys. 

T'  increafe  our  eracious  fearS;, 
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For  ever  let  the  archangePs  voice 

Be  iounding  in  our  ears, 

Tl.e  folemn  midnight  cry, 

"  Ye  dead,  the  judge  is  come, 
"*  Arife,  and  meet  him  in  the  fl<y, 

"  And  meet  your  inftant  doom !" 

4        O  may  we  thus  be  found 
Obedient  to  his  word, 
Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  found. 
And  looking  for  our  Lord  ! 
O  may  we  thus  enfure 
A  lot  among  the  bleft. 
And  watch  a  moment  to  fecure 
An  everlafting  reft  ! 

HYMN     XIII.     L.  M. 

1  T  T  E  comes  !   he  comes  !   the  Judge  fevere  ; 
A    1    The  feventh  trum.pet  fpeaks  him  neary 
His  lightnings  flafh,   his  thunders  roll ; 
How  welcome  to  the  faithful  foul ! 

2  From  heav'n  angelic  voices  found. 
See  the  almighty  Jefus  crown'd  ! 
Girt  with  omnipotence  and  grace. 
And  glory  decks  the  Saviour's  face. 

3  Defcending  on  his  azure  throne. 

He  claims  the  kingdoms  for  his  own  ; 
The  kingdoms  all  obey  his  word, 
And  hail  him  their  triumphant  Lord. 

4  Shout  all  the  people  of  the  /ky. 
And  ail  the  faints  of  the  Moft  High  ;. 
Our  Lord,  who  now  his  right  obtainir. 
For  ever  wind  for  ever  reio[iis. 
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HYMN    XIV.    EpworiL 

O  !  he  comes  with  clouds  defcending-. 


Once  for  favour'd  finners  flain  !' 
Thoufand  thoufand  faints  attending. 
Swell  the  triumph  of  his  train, 

Hallelujah  ! 
God  appears  with  man  to  reign. 
Ev'ry  eye  fhall  now  behold  him, 

Rob'd  in  dreadful  majeity  ; 
Thofe  who  fet  at  nought  and  fold  him," 
Pierc'd  and  nailM  him  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing. 

Shall  the  true  Mefliah  fee. 

The  dear  tokens  of  his  paflion 

Still  his  dazzling  body  bears ; 
Caufe  of  endlefs  exultation 
To  his  ranfom'd  worfhippers ; 

With  what  rapture 
Gaze  we  on  thofe  glorious  fears  1 
Yea,  Amen  !  let  all  adore  thee. 
High  on  thine  eternal  throne  ! 
Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory, 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  thine  own  ! 

Jah  !   Jehovah  ! 
Everlafting  God,   come  down. 

HYMN     XV.      Trumpet-tune. 

LOW  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  folemn  found, 
Let  all  the  nations  know. 
To  earth's  remoteft  bound, 
Tlie  year  of  juhilee  is  come  ; 
Hcturn,  ys  ranfom'd  Tinners,  home. 
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Jefus  our  great  High  prieft. 

Hath  full  atonement  made  ; 
Ye  weary  fpirits  reft. 

Ye  mournful  fouls  be  glad  ; 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ranfom'd  fmners,  hom^. 

Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  all-atoning  Lamb  ; 
Redemption  in  his  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim. 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ranfom'd  finners,  hora»<;. 

Ye  flaves  of  fin  and  hell, 

Your  liberty  receive. 
And  fafe  in  Jefus  dwell. 
And  bleft  in  Jefus  live. 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ranfom'd  finners,  hoipe. 

Ye  who  have  fold  for  nought 

Your  heritage  above. 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought. 
The  gift  of  Jefu's  love. 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  ye  ranfom'd  finners,  home. 

The  gofpel  trumpet  hear. 

The  news  of  heavenly  grace^ 
And  fav'd  from  earth  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face. 
The  year  of  jubilee  is  come  ; 
Return,  yc  ranfom'd  fmners,  home. 


ZO  AWAKENING 

HYMN    XVI.     C.  M. 

1  'T^ERRIBLE  th-nglit!  (liall  I  alone, 

X      Who  may  be  lav'd,  fhall  I, 
Of  all,  alas  1  whom  I  have  known. 
Through  iio  for  ever  die. 

2  While  all  my  old  companions  dear. 

With  whom  I  once  did  live, 
Joyful  at  God's  right  hand  appear, 
A  bieffing  to  receive. 

3  Shall  I  amidft  a  ghaftly  band, 

Dragg'd  to  the  judgment-feat, 
Far  on  the  left,  with  horror  ftand, 
My  fearful  doom  to  meet ! 

4  While  they  enjoy  their  Saviour's  love. 

Mud  I  in  torments  dwell  ? 
And  howl  (while  they  fing  hymns  above) 
And  blow  the  flames  of  hell  ? 

5  Ah  !   no  ;  I  ftill  may  turn  and  live. 

For  Hill  ![iis  wrath  delays  ; 
He  now  vouchfafes  a  kind  reprieve, 
And  offers  me  his  grace. 

6  I  wil]  accept  his  offers  now. 

From  every  fm  depart, 
Perfurm  my  oft-repeated  vow, 
A;  =  d  render  him  my  heart. 

r    I  v/*'!  improve  what  I  receive, 

'  ne  grace  through  Jefus  given 
Sii:  -    t  v/i'th  God  on  earth  I  live, 
To  live  witl)  God  in  heaven. 
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HYMN     XVII.     Wood's, 

y 

THOU  God  of  glorious  majefty, 
To  thee,  againft  myfelf,  to  thee, 
A  worm  of  earth,  I  cr)- : 
A  half-awaken'd  child  of  man, 
An  heir  of  endlefs  blifs  or  pain, 
A  fmner  born  to  die  ! 

Lo  !   on  a  narrow  neck  of  land, 
'Twixt  two  unbounded  feas  I  ftand 

Secure,  infenfible ; 
A  point  of  time,  a  moment's  fpacc, 
Reir.cves  me  to  that  heavenly  place, 

Or  fhuts  me  up  in  hell. 

O  God,  mine  inmoli  foul  convert. 
And  deeply  on  my  thoughtful  heart 

Eternal  things  imprefs  ; 
Give  me  to  feel  their  folemn  weight, 
And  tremble  on  the  brink  of  fate, 

And  wake  to  righteoufnefs. 

Before  me  place  in  dread  array. 
The  pomp  of  that  tremendous  day, 

When  thou  with  clouds  (halt  come 
To  judge  the  nations  at  thy  bar  ;     ' 
And  tell  me.  Lord,  fhall  I  be  there 

To  meet  a  joyful  doom  ? 

Be  this  my  one  great  bus'nefs  here^ 
With  ferious  induftry  and  fear, 

Eternal  bUfs  t'  enfure  ; 
Thine  utmoft  counfel  to  fulfil. 
And  fuffer  all  thy  righteous  will. 

And  to  the  end  endure.. 


'fil' 
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'6  Then,  Saviour,  then  my  foul  receive 
Tranfported  from  this  vale,  to  live 

And  reign  with  thee  above ; 
Where  faith  is  fweetly  loft  in  fight, 
And  hope  in  full,  fupreme  delight. 

And  everlafting  love. 

PENITENTIAL. 

HYMN     XVIII.      Mourner's. 

i     B  .^  ATHER  of  Lights,  from  whom  proceed 
Ji      Whate'er  thy  ev'ry  creature  needs ; 
Whofe  goodnefs,  providently  nigh, 
Feeds  the  young  ravens  when  they  cry : 
To  thee  I  look,  my  heart  prepare, 
Suggeft  and  hearken  to  my  pray'r. 

2  Since  by  thy  light  myfelf  I  fee 
Naked,  and  poor,  and  void  of  thee ; 
Thy  eyes  muft  all  my  thoughts  furvey, 
Preventing  what  my  lips  would  fay  ; 
Thou  feeft.  my  wants,  for  help  they  call. 
And  ere  I  fpeak  thou  know'ft  them  all. 

3  Thou  know'ft  the  bafenefs  of  my  mind. 
Wayward,  and  impotent,  and  blind  : 
Thou  know'ft  how  unfubdu'd  my  will, 
Averfe  to  good,  and  prone  to  ill ; 
Thou  know'ft  how  wide  my  paflions  ro\T, 
Nor  check'd  by  fear,  nor  charm'd  by  lovcw 

^  Fain  would  I  know  as  known  by  thee, 
And  feel  the  indigence  I  fee ; 
Fain  would  I  all  my  vilenefs  own, 
And  deep  beneath  the  burden  groan  : 
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Abhor  the  pride  that  kirks  within, 
Dctcft  and  loath  myfelf  and  fin. 
Ah  !   give  me,  Lord,  myfelf  to  feel, 
My  total  mifery  reveal ; 
Ah  !   give  me,  Lord  (I  ftill  would  fay) 
A  heart  to  mourn,  a  heart  to  pray  : 
My  bufmefs  this,  my  only  care. 
My  life,  my  ev'ry  breath  be  pray'r, 
HYMN     XIX.     S.  M. 

OTHAT  I  could  repent ! 
O  that  I  could  believe } 
Thou,  by  thy  voice,  the  marble  rent. 

The  rock  in  funder  cleave  ! 

Thou  by  the  tvvo-edg'd  fword. 

My  foul  and  fpirit  part, 
Strike  with  the  hammer  of  thy  word. 

And  break  my  ftubborn  heart. 

Saviour,  and  Prince  of  Peace, 

The  double  grace  beftow, 
Unloofe  the  bands  of  wickednefs. 

And  let  the  captive  go  : 

Grant  me  my  fins  to  feel, 

And  then  the  load  remove  ; 
Wound,  and  pour  in,  my  wounds  to  heal; 

The  balm  of  pard'ning  love. 

For  thy  own  mercy's  fake 

The  curfed  thing  remove, 
And  into  thy  proteftion  take 

The  prifoner  of  thy  love  ; 

In  ev'ry  trying  hour 

Stand  by  my  feeble  foul. 
And  fcreen  me  from  my  nature's  pow'r^ 

Till  thou  haft  made  m^  whole. 

c 
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4       This  is  thy  will,  I  know, 
That  I  (hould  holy  be, 
Should  let  my  fins  this  moment  go. 
This  moment  turn  to  thee  : 
O  might  I  now  embrace 
Thy  all-fufficient  povv'r, 
And  never  more  to  fin  give  place, 
And  never  grieve  thee  ij^ore. 

HYMN     XX.      Calvary, 

1  TESU,  let  thy  pitying  eye 

J    Call  back  a  wandering  fheep  ; 
Falfe  to  thee,  like  Peter,  I 

Would  fain  like  Peter  weep : 
Let  me  be  by  grace  leftor'd, 

On  me  be  all  long-fuffering  fhown  ^ 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,   Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  ftone. 

2  Saviour,  Prince,  enthron'd  above. 

Repentance  to  impart. 
Give  me,  through  thy  dying  love. 

The  humble,  contrite  heart : 
Give  what  I  have  long  implor'd, 

A  portion  of  thy  grief  unknown  : 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me.   Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  ftone. 

3  For  thine  own  compallion's  fake. 

The  gracious  wonder  fhow  ! 
Caft  my  fins  behind  thy  back, 

And  wafh  me  white  as  fnow : 
If  thy  bowels  now  are  ftirr'd, 

If  I  now  myfelf  bemoan, 
^urn,  and  look  upon  me.  Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  ftone. 
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^  See  me,  Saviour,  from  above, 

Nor  fuffcr  me  to  die ! 
Life,  and  happinefs,  and  love, 

Drop  from  thy  gracious  eye ; 
Speak  the  reconcihng  word, 

And  let  thy  mercy  melt  me  down^ 
Turn,  and  look  upon  me,   Lord, 

And  break  my  heart  of  ft  one. 
^  Look,   as  when  thlr^e  eye  purfu'd 

The  firil  apoftate  man. 
Saw  him  welt'ring  in  his  blood, 

And  bade  him  rife  again  : 
Speak  my  paradife  reftor'd, 

Redeem  m^  by  thy  grace  alone  : 
Turn,  and  look  upon  mc,  Lord, 

And  break  my  hear  of  Rone, 
6  Look,  as  when  thy  languid  eye 

Was  clos'd  that  we  might  live  ; 
"  Father"  (at  the  poin:.  to  d«e. 

My  Saviour  gafp'd)  "  forgive  1" 
Surely  with  that  dy'ivj;  word. 

He  turns  and  looks,  and  cries,  "  'tis  done  T* 

0  my  bleeding,   loving  Lord, 
Thou  break'il  my  heart  of  ftone. 

H  Y  M  N     XXL 

E    T     ET  the  v/orld  their  beautiec  r:  aft, 
JL^    Their  works  of  right'oufneis  ; 
I,   a  vv'retch,   undone  and  loft. 
Am  freely  fav'd  by  g'-ace; 
Oth-r  title  I  difclaim, 

This,  only  this,  is  ail  my  plea, 

1  the  chief  of  Tinners  am. 

But  Jc^s  dy'd  for  me. 
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2  Happy  they  whofe  joys  abound 

Like  Jordan's  fwelling  ftream, 
Who  their  heav'n  in  Chrill  have  found. 

And  give  the  pralfe  to  him  : 
Let  them  triumph  in  his  name, 

Enjoy  their  full  felicity  ; 
I  the  chief  of  fmners  am. 

But  Jefus  dyM  for  me  !, 

3  Bleft  are  they,  entirely  bleft. 

Who  can  in  him  rejoice. 
Lean  on  his  beloved  breaft. 

And  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice  ; 
Meaneft  follower  of  the  Lamb, 

His  fteps  I  at  a  diftance  fee  5 
I  the  chief  of  finners  am. 

But  Jefus  dy'd  for  me  ! 

4  Jefus  thou  for  me  haft  dy'd. 

And  thou  in  me  ihalt  live ; 
I  fhali  feel  thy  death  apply'd, 

I  fliall  thy  life  receive  ; 
To  bring  fire  on  earth  thou  came, 

O  that  it  now  may  kindled  be  !- 
I  the  chief  of  finners  am, 

But  Jefus  dy'd  for  me  1 

HYMN    XXIL     C.  M. 
t    "TXT  ITH  glorious  clouds  encompaft  round 
V  V      Whom  angels  dimly  fee. 
Will  the  Unfearchable  be  found, 
Or  God  appear  to  me  ? 
^  Will  he  forfake  his  throne  above, 
Himfelf  to  worms  impart  ? 
Anfwer,  thou  Man  of  Grief  and  Lovc^ 
And  fpeak  it  to  my  heart. 
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In  manifelled  love  explain 

Thy  wonderful  delign. 
What  meant  the  fufF'ring  Son  of  man  I 

The  ftreaming  blood  divine  ? 
Didft  thou  not  in  our  flefh  appear. 

And  live  and  die  below, 
That  I  may  now  perceive  thee  near,. 

And  my  Redeemer  know  ? 

5  Come  then,  and  to  my  foul  reveal 

The  heights  and  depths  of  grace. 
The  wounds  which  all  my  forrows  heal. 
That  dear  disligur'd  face. 

6  Before  my  eyes  of  faith  confefs'd. 

Stand  forth  a  flaughter'd  Lamb ; 
And  wrap  me  in  thy  crimfon  veft. 

And  tell  me  all  thy  name. 
Jehovah  in  thy  perfon  fhow, 

Jehovah  crucify'd  ! 
And  then  the  pard'ning  God  I  know, 

And  feel  the  blood  apply'd. 
8  I  view  the  Lamb  in  his  own  light, 

Whom  angels  dimly  fee  ; 
And  gaze,  tranfported  at  the  fight. 

To  all  eternity. 

H,Y  M  N     XXIIL      Mournerh, 

JESU,  if  ftill  the  fame  thou  art. 
If  all  thy  promifes  are  fure. 
Set  up  thy  kingdom  in  my  heart,  " 

And  make  me  rich,  for  I  am  poor  f . 
To  me  be  all  thy  treafures  giv'n. 
The  kingdom  of  an  inward  heav'if. 

C    2 
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2  Thou  haft  pronounc'd  the  mourners  ble^Q;, 

And  lo  !   for  thee  I  ever  mourn  : 
I  cannot,   no,   I  will  not  reft, 

Till  thou  my  only  reft  return  ; 
Till  thou,  the  Prince  of  Peace,  appear,^ 
And  I  receive  the  Comforter. 

3  Where  is  the  blelTednefs  beftow'd 

On  all  that  hunger  after  thee  ? 
I  hunger  now,   I  thirft  for  God  ! 

See,  the  poor  fainting  fmner  fee, 
And  fatisfy  with  endlefs  peace, 
And  fill  me  with  thy  right'oufnefs. 

4  Ah,  Lord  ?  if  thou  art  in  that  figh. 

Then  hear  thyfelf  within  me  pray  ; 
Hear  in  my  heart  thy  Spirit's  cry, 

Mark  what  my  lab'ring  foul  would  fay ; 
Anfwer  the  deep  unutter'd  groan, 
And  fhevvT  that  thou  and  I  are  one. 

5  Shine  on  thy  work,  difperfe  the  gloom. 

Light  in  thy  light  I  then  (hall  fee  ; 
Say  to  my  foal,  "  Thy  light  is  come, 

'*  Glory  divine  is  ris'n  on  thee  : 
"  Thy  warfare's  paft,  thy  mourning's  o'er : 
**  Look  up,  for  thou  fhalt  weep  no  more." 

6  Lord,'  I  believe  thy  promife  fure. 

And  truft  thou  wilt  not  long  delay : 
Hungry,  and  fonovvful,  and  poor, 

Upon  thy  word  myfelf  I  ftay  : 
Into  thine  hands  my  all  refign. 
And  wait  till  all  thou  art  is  mine.. 


PENITENTIAL.  '29 

HYMN     XXIV.     C.  M. 

JESUS,  if  lUll  thou  art  to-day 
As  yefterday  the  fame, 
Prefent  to  heal,  in  me  difplay 
The  virtue  of  thy  name. 

If  ftill  thou  goeft  about  to  do 

Thy  needy  creatures  good. 
On  me,  that  I  thy  praife  may  {how, 

Be  all  thy  wonders  fhow'd. 
J  Now,  Lord,  to  whom  for  help  I  call. 

Thy  miracles  repeat  ; 
With  pitying  eyes  behold  me  fall 

A  leper  at  thy  f(set. 

(.  Loathfome,  and  foul^  and  felf-abhorrM, 
I  fmk  beneath  my  lin  ; 
But  if  thou  wilt,  a  gracious  word 
Of  thine  can  make  me  clean. 

Thou  feefl  me  deaf  to  thy  commands. 

Open,  O  Lord,  my  ear : 
Bid  me  ftretch  out  my  wither'd  hands. 

And  lift  them  up  in  pray'r. 
Silent  (alas!   thou  know'fl  how  long) 

My  voice  I  cannot  raife ; 
But  O  !  when  thou  (halt  loofe  my  tongue^ 

The  dumb  (hall  fing  thy  praife. 
Lame  at  the  pool  I  llill  am  found  : 

Give  and  my  ilrength  employ  ; 
Light  as  a  hart  I  then  fhall  bound, 

The  lame  Ihall  leap  fur  joy. 
Blind  from  my  birth  to  guilt  and  thee^ 

And  dark  I  am  wi;liii} ; 
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The  love  of  God  I  cannot  fee, 
The  linfuhiefs  of  fin. 

9  But  thou,  they  fay  art  pafilng  by, 

O  let  me  find  thee  near ; 
Jefus,  in  mercy,  hear  my  cry, 
Thou  Son  of  David,  hear. 

10  Long  have  I  v^^aited  in  the  way 

For  thee  the  heav'nly  light ; 
Command  me  to  be  brought,  and  fay, 
Sinner,  receive  thy  fight. 

HYMN     XXV.     Foundery, 

1  TESU,  lover  of  my  foul,  « 
J     Let  me  to  thy  bofom  fly,  '4 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  temped  ftill  is  high  ; 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide. 

Till  the  ftorm  of  life  is  pall ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

O  receive  my  foul  at  laft  I, 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none. 

Hangs  my  helplefs  foul  on  thee ; 
Leave,  ah  !   leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  fupport  and  comfort  me ! 
All  my  trail  on  thee  is  ftay'd. 

All  my  help  from  thee  I  bring, 
Cover  my  defencelefs  head 

Willi  the  fhadow  of  thy  wing. 

3  Then,  O  Chrifl,  art  all  I  want, 

More  than  ail  in  thee  I  find  ; 
Raiff  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 
Heal  the  fick,  and  le?,d  the  blinds" 
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Juft  and  holy  is  thy  name  ; 

I  am  all  imrighteoufncfs  ; 
Falfe  and  full  of  fin  I  am, 

Thou  .art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  fin  : 
X.et  the  healing  ftreams  abound  : 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  thee ; 
Spring  thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Rife  to  all  eternity. 

HYMN     XXV  I.     Chapel 

I    /^  LOVE  divine,  how  fweet  thou  art 4 
\J    When  Ihall  I  find  my  wiUing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  thee  ? 
I  thirft,   I  faint,   I  die  to  prove 
The  greatnefs  of  redeeming  love, 

The  love  of  Chriil  to  me  ! 

Z  'Stronger  his  love  than  death  or  hell : 
Its  riches  are  unfearchable  : 

The  firft  born  fons  of  light 
Defire  in  vain  its  depths  to  fee  ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  myilery, 

The  length,  the  breadth,  and  height. 

3   God  only  knows  the  love  of  God : 
O  that  it  now  were  (bed  abroad 

In  this  Tioor  ftony  heart ! 
For  love  I  figh,  for  love  I  pine  ; 
This  only  portion.  Lord,  be  mine  1 
Be  mine  this  better  parti 
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O  that  I  could  for  ever  fit 
With  Mary  at  the  Matter's  feet! 

Be  this  my  happy  choice  : 
My  only  care,   dehght,  and  bilfs, 
My  joy,  my  heav'n  on  earth  be  this^ 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice  ! 

O  that  1  could,  with  favour'd  John^ 
Rechne  my  w-eary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemers  bteafl ! 
From  car    and  fin,  and  forrov^  freei 
Give  mc,   O  Lord,  to  find  in  thee 

My  everlalling  reft  ! 

HYMN    XXVII.     S.  M, 

AH  !   whither  fhali  I  go, 
Burden'd,  and  fick  and  faint? 
To  whom  fhould  I  my  trouble  fhow, 
And  pour  out  my  complaint ! 
My  Saviour  bids  me  come. 
Ah  !   why  do  I  delay  ? 
He  calls  the  weary  fmner  home, 
And  yet  from  him  I  ftay. 

What  is  it  keeps  me  back, 
From  which  I  cannot  part  ? 
Which  will  not  let  my  Saviour  taks' 
Pofieflion  of  my  heart  ? 
Some  curfed  thing  unknown 
Mull:  fiirely  lurk  within  ; 
Some  idol,  which  I  will  not  own, 
Some  fecrct,  bofom  fin. 

Jefu,  the  hind'rance  fliov.'-. 
Which  I  have  fear'd  to  fee  y. 
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Yet  let  me  now  confcnt  to  know 
What  keeps  me  out  of  thee. 
Searcher  of  hearts,  in  mine 
Thy  trying  pow'r  difplay  : 
Into  its  darkeft  corners  fhine, 
And  take  the  veil  away. 
I  now  believe,  in  thee 
Compaflion  reigns  alone : 
According  to  my  faith,  to  me 
O  let  it,   Lord,  be  done  ! 
In  me  is  all  the  bar, 

Which  thou  wouldfl:  fain  remove  ; 
Remove  it,  and  I  fhall  declare 
That  God  is  only  love. 

HYMN     XXVIII.     ii2th  Pfalm. 
I   Tn'ATHER    of  JefusChrill  thejuft, 
r     My  Friend  and  Advocate  with  thee. 
Pity  a  foul  that  fain  would  truft 

In  him  who  liv'd  and  dyM  for  me  ; 
But  only  thou  can'll  make  him  known 
And  '\n  my  heart  revea!  thy  Son. 
If,   drawn  by  thine  alluring  grace. 

My  want  of  living  faith  I  feel, 
Show  me  in  Chrift  thy  fmiling  face. 

What  flefli  and  blood  can  ne'er  reveal  j 
Thy  co-eternaj  Son  difplay. 
And  call  my  darknefs  into  day. 
The  gift  unfpeakable  imp?.rt : 

Command  the  light  of  faith  to  fliine  : 
To  fhine  in  my  dark  drooping  heart, 

And  fill  me  with  tht^  life  divine; 
Now  hid  the  new  creation  be  ! 
O  God,  let  there  be  faith  in  m?. 
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HYMN    XXIX.     Pajfiof^i- 


o 


JESUS  my  hope. 

For  me  ofFer'd  up, 

Wlio  with  clamour  purfuM  thee  to  Calvary's  top*; 

The  blood  thou  haft  fhed, 

For  me  let  it  plead, 

And  declare  thou  haft  dy'd  in  thy  murderer's ftead. 

2  Now,   now  let  me  know 
Its  virtue  below ; 

Let  It  wafh  me,  and  1  ftiall  be  whiter  than  fnow. 

Let  It  hallow  my  heart, 

And  throughly  convert. 
And  make  me,  O  Lord,  in  the  world  as  thou  art. 

3  Each  moment  apply'd, 
My  weaknefs  to  hide. 

Thy  blood  be  upon  me,  and  always  abide : 

My  advocate  prove 

With  the  Father  above, 
And  fpeak  me  at  laft  to  the  throne  of  thy  love.' 

HYMN     XXX.      Shepherd  of  IfraeL 

I  1^  O ME,  holy  celeftlal  Dove, 
\^y  To  vilit  a  forrowful  breaft, 
My  burden  of  guilt  to  remove. 

And  bring  me  affurance  and  reft : 
Thou  only  haft  power  to  relieve 

A  Hnner  o'erwhelm'd  with  his  load: 
The  {tvSe  of  acceptance  to  give. 

And  fpvinkle  his  heart  with  thy  blood. 
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With  me  if  of  old  thou  haft  ftrovc, 

And  ftrangely  withheld  from  my  fin,' 
And  try'd,  by  the  lure  of  thy  love. 

My  worthlefs  afFedlions  to  win  ; 
The  work  of  thy  mercy  revive  : 

Thy  uttermoll  mercy  exert ; 
And  kindly  continue  to  ftrive, 

And  hold  till  I  yield  thee  niy  hearts 
Thy  call,  if  I  ever  have  known, 

And  figh'd  from  myfelf  to  get  free. 
And  groan'd  the  unTpeakabfe  groan. 

And  long'd  to  be  happy  in  thee; 
Fulfil  the  imperfedrt  defire, 

Thy  peace  to  my  confcience  reveal, 
The  fenfe  of  thy  favour  infpire. 

And  give  me  my  pardon  to  feel. 
If  when  I  had  put  thee  to  grief, 

And  madly  to  folly  return 'd, 
Thy  pity  hath  been  my  relief. 

And  lifted  me  up  as  I  monrn'd  ; 
Moft  pityful  Spirit  of  grace, 

Relieve  me  again  and  reftore ; 
My  fpirit  in  holinefs  raife, 

To  fall  and  to  lufler  no  more. 
If  now  I  lament  after  God, 

And  gafp  for  a  drop  of  thy  love; 
If  Jefus  hath  bought  thee  with  blood, 

For  me  to  receive  from  above ; 
Come,  heavenly  Comforter,  come. 

True  witnefs  of  mercy  divine, 
And  make  me  thy  permanent  home. 

And  fcal  me  eternally  thine! 
D 
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HYMN    XXXI.     L.  M. 

1  Q  T  A  Y,  thou  infulted^  Spirit,  ftay, 
j^    Tho'  I  have  done  thee  fuch  defpite  y. 
Nor  call  the  finner  quite  away, 

Nor  take  thine  everlafting  flight, 

2  Though  I  have  mofl  unfaithful  been. 

Of  all  w^ho  e'er  thy  grace  received, 
Ten  thoufand  times  thy  goodnefs  feen, 
Ten  thoufand  times  thy  goodnefs  griev'd. 

^  Yet,    O  !   the  chief  of  finners  fpare. 
In  honour  of  my  great  High-Frieil, 
Nor  in  thy  righteous  anger  fwear 

T*  exclude  me  from  thy  people's  reft, 

4.  If  yet  thou  canft.  my  fms  forgive. 

From  now,  O  Lord,  relieve  my  woes  j 
Into  thy  reft  of  love  receive, 

i\nd  blefs  me  with  the  calm  repofe. 

5   From  now  my  weary  foul  releafe. 

Up  raife  me  with  thy  gracious  hand, 
And  guide  into  thy  perfed  peace. 
And  bring  me  to  the  promis'd  land. 

HYMN     XXXII.     Carfs. 

I   "TXTEARY  of  wand'ring  from  my  God, 
V  V      And  now  made  willing  to  return, 
I  hear  and  bow  me  to  the  rod  : 

For  thee,   not  without  hope,   I  mourn  ;, 
1  Lave  an  Advocate  above, 
A  friend  before  the  throne  of  love. 
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2  O  Jefus,  fall  of  truth  and  grace  ; 

More  full  of  grace  than  I  of  fm. 
Yet  once  again  I  feek  thy  face, 

0\jl:i  thine  arms,  and  take  me  in  ; 
And  freely  my  backflidings  heal, 
And  love  the  faithlefs  finner  ftill. 

^  Thou  know'ft  the  way  to  bring  mc  back. 
My  fallen  fpirit  to  reftore  ; 
O  for  thy  tnith  and  mercy's  fake, 

Forgive,  and  bid  mc  fin  no  more  1 
The  ruins  of  my  foul  repak, 
And  make  my  heart  a  houfe  of  pray'r. 

^  Ah!   give  me.   Lord,  the  tender  heart, 
That  trembles  at  th'  approach  of  fin  ! 
A  godly  fear  of  fin  impart  ; 

Impart  and  root  it  deep  within  ! 
That  I  may  dread  thy  gracious  pow'r. 
And  never  dare  t'  offend  thee  more. 

HYMN     XXXIIT.     Hamilton. 

1    ^  \^  O  the  haven  of  thy  breaft, 
X      O  Son  of  man,   1  fly, 
Be  my  refuge  and  my  reft. 

For  O  the  ftorm  is  high  ! 
Save  me  from  the  furious  blaft, 

A  covert  from  the  tempcft  be  ; 
Hide  me,  Jefus,  till  o'erpait 
The  ilorm  of  fin  I  fee. 

3  Yv'"elcome  as  the  water  fpring 

To  a  dry  barren  place  ; 
O  dfcend  on  me  and  bring 
The  fweet  refrefhing  grace  j 
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O'er  a  parch'd  and  weary  land 

Asa  great  rock  extends  its  fhade^ 

Hide  me,   Saviour,  with  thine  hand^ 
And  fcreen  my  naked  head* 

5   In  the  time  of  my  diftrefs 

Thou  haft  my  fuccour  been  ;. 
In  my  utter  helplefl'nefs 

Reftraining  me  from  fm  : 
O  how  fwiftly  didft  thou  move 

To  fave  me  in  the  trying  hour 4^'^ 
Still  prote^l  me  with  thy  love. 

And  (hield  me  with  thy  pow'r;^ 

4  Firft  and  lafl,  in  me  perform 

The  work  thou  hail  begun  ; 
Be  my  ihelter  from  the  ftorm. 

My  fhadow.from  the  fun  : 
Let  me  hang  upon  my  God, 

Till  I  thy  perfect  g^^'T  f<^^» 
Till  the  fprinkling  of  thy  blood 

Shall  fpeak  me  up  to  thee. 

HYMN    XXXIV.     L.  M. 
I    4r\  THOU  that  hear'ft  when  finners  c\y^ 
\^    Tho'  all  my  crimes  before  thee  lie, 
Behold  me  npt  with  angry  look, 
But  blot  their  mem'ry  from  thy  book.. 

3  Create  my  nature  pure  within. 
And  form  my  foul  averfe  to  lin  ^ 
Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 
Nor  hide  thy  preferice  from  my  heart. 

"5   I  cannot  Hve  without  ^hy  light, 
Call  out  and  baniffi'd  from  thy  fight  j 
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*rhy  faving  ftrength,   O  Lord,  reflore, 
And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

The*  I  have  griev'd  thy  Spi  it,  Lord, 
His  help  and  comfort  tlill  afford: 
And  let  a  wretch  come  near  thy  t  irone, 
To  plead  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

My  foul  lies  humbled  in  the  duft, 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  fentence  juft  ; 
Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye. 
And  fave  the  foul  condemned  to  die. 

Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  ways; 
Sinners  fliall  learn  thy  fov'reign  grace ; 
I'll  lead  them  to  my  Savionr's  blood, 
And  they  fhall  praife  a  pard'ning  God, 

O  may  thy  love  infpire  my  tongue. 
Salvation  fhall  be  all  my  fong  ; 
And  all  my  powers  fhall  join  to  blefs 
The  Lord  my  ftrength  and  rlghteoufnefs. 

HYMN    XXXV,     C.  iM. 

1  /^  THAT   I  could  my  Lord  receive, 
V-/    Who  did  the  world  redeem  ; 

Who  gave  his  life,    that  I  might  live 
A  life  conceal'd  in  him. 

2  O  that  I  could  the  blefTmg  prove. 

My  heart's  extreme  defire  ; 
Live  happy  in  my  Saviour's  love, 
And  in  his  arms  exp:r:;. 

-3  Mercy  I  aflv  to  feal  my  peace, 
That,  kept  bA'  mercy's  power, 
'  D  2 
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I  may  From  ev'ry  evil  ceafe, 
And  never  grieve  thee  more  i . 

4  Now,  if  thy  gracious  will  it  be, 

Ev'a  ncvv  my  fins  remove. 
And  fet  my  foul  at  liberty. 
By  thy  vid;orious  love. 

5  In  anfvver  to  ten  thoufand  pray'rs. 

Thou  pard'iiing  God,  dcfcend  ; 
Number  me  with  lalvation's  heirs» 
My  fins  and  troubles  end.  f 

6  Nothing  I  afk,  or  want  befide. 

Of  all  in  earth  or  heaven  ; 
But  let  me  feel  thy  blood  apply'd. 
And  live  and  die  forgiv'n. 

HYMN      XXXVI.      Fomdery, 

ROOFING  foul,  fhake  off  thy  fears ^ 
Fearful  foul,  be  llrong,   be  bold  ; 
Tarry  till  the  Lord  appears, 

Never,   never  quit  thy  hold  ; 
Murm.ur  not  at  hi<i  delay. 

Dare  not  fet  thy  God  a  time, 
Calmly  for  his  coming  itay, 
Leave  it,  leave  it  all  to  him. 

Fainting  foul,  be  bold,  be  ftrong. 

Wait  the  leifure  of  thy  Lord  ; 
Though  it  feem  to  tan-y  long, 

True  and  faithful  is  his  word  \  ,^ 

On  his  word  my  foul  1  call:, 

(He  cannoi  hlmfclf  den\  ) 
Sur-ly  it  ihall  fpeak  at  lait '; 

It  Ihail  fpeak,  and  lliail  not  lii... 
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2   Ev'ry  one  that  feeks  fiiall  find : 

Ev'r)'  one  that  aflcs  (hall  have:, 
Clirill,  the  Saviour  of  mankind, 

Wilh'ng,  able  all  to  fave  ; 
I  fhall  his  lalvation  fee, 

I  in  faith  on  Jefus  call, 
I  from  fin  (hall  be  fet  free, 

Perfectly  fet  free  from  all. 

4  Lord,  my  time  is  in  thine  hand. 
Weak  and  helplefs  as  I  am, 
Smely  thou  canil  make  me  lland  ; 
I  believe  in  Jefu's  name  : 
^r     Saviour,   in  temptation  thou, 

Tht'U  haft;  fav'd  me  heretofore, 
Thou  from  fin  dofl  fave  me  now  -^ 
Thou  (halt  fave  me  evermore,, 

H  Y  Ijl  N    XXXVII.     C.  M, 

'j   "TTCT"  H  Y   (liould  the  children  of  a  king 
V  V      Go  mourning  ail  their  days? 
Great  comforter  defcend,   and  bring 
The  tokens  of  thy  grace  ! 

2  Dofl  thou  not  dwell  in  all  thy  faints, 

And  feal  the  heirs  of  heav'n  ! 
When  wilt  thou  banidi  my  complaints, 
And  (hew  my  fins  forgiv'n  ? 

3  AiTure  my  confcience  of  her  part 

In  the  Redeemer's  blood  ; 
And  bear  thy  witnefs  with  my  heart, 
T^hat  I  am  born  of  God. 
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4  Thou  art  the  earneft  of  his  love, 
The  pledge  of  joys  to  come  ; 
May  thy  bleft  wings,  celeftial  dove, 
Safely  convey  me  home. 

HYMN    XXXVIII.     C.  M. 

1  IV/fY  drowfy  powers,  why  fleep  ye  fo^ 
JlVX    Awake,  my  fliiggifli  foul ! 
Nothing  hath  half  thy  work  to  do  ; 

Yet  nothing's  half  fo  dull. 

2  Go  to  the  ants  :  for  one  poor  grain 

See  how  they  toil  and  llrive ; 
Yet  we  who  have  a  heav'n  t'  obtain, 
How  negligent  we  live  ! 

3  We  for  whofe  fake  all  nature  (lands, 

And  ftars  their  courfes  move  : 
We  for  whofe  guards  the  angel-bauds 
Come  flying  from  above. 

4  We  for  whom  God  the  Son  came  down, 

And  labour'd  for  our  good, 
How  carelefs  to  fecure  that  crown 
He  purchas'd  wiW  his  blood  ! 

5  Lord  fhall  we  live  fo  fluggifti  ftill, 

And  never  ^&t  our  parts'? 
Come,  Holy  dove  from  th'  heav'nly  hill. 
And  warm  our  frozen  hearts. 

6  Give  us  with  a<!^ive  warmth  to  move. 

With  vifr'rouR  fouls  to  rife. 
With  hands  of  faith,  and  wings  of  lovq, 
To  iiy  and  take  the  prize,. 


PETITION.  43 

PETITION. 
H  Y  M  N     XXXIX.     Jrne. 

I   TTAPPY    foul,  that  free  from  harmff^ 
X  X    Rells  within  his  Shepherd's  arms  I 
Who  his  quiet  fliall  moleft  > 
Who  fhall  violate  his  red  ? 
Jefns  doth  his  fpirit  bear, 
Jefus  takes  his  ev'ry  care  ; 
lie  who  found  the  wand'ring  fheep, 
Jefus  Hill  delights  to  keep, 

"C  O  that  I  might  fo  believe, 
Steadfalliy  to  Jefus  cleave  ; 
*  On  his  only  love  rely, 
Smile  at  the  deflroyer  nigh  ; 
Free  from  lin  and  fervile  fear. 
Have  my  Jefus  ever  near; 
All  his  care  rejoice  to  prove ; 
All  his  paradife  of  love. 

3  Jefus,  feek  thy  wand'ring  {iieep, 
Bring  me  back,  and  lead,  and  keep  % 
Take  on  thee  my  ev'ry  care  ; 

Bear  me,  on  thy  bofom  bear ; 
Let  me  know  my  Shepherd's  voice3^ 
More  and  more  in  thee  rejoice  ; 
More  and  more  of  thee  receive, 
Ever  in  thy  Spirit  live  : 

4  Live,   till  all  thy  life  I  kuov^-, 
Pcrftch  through  my  Lord  be^w  ^ 
G  :.d'y  then  from  earth  remove, 

'Gathtr'd  to  the  fold  above  : 
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O  that  I  at  laft  may  ftand 
With  the  fheep  at  thy  right  hand ; 
^ake  the  crown  fo  freely  giv'n  : 
^nter  in  by  thee  to  heaven. 

HYMN     XL.     Amjlerdam,. 

1  1%  /T  A  K  E  R,    Saviour  of  mankind^ 
IVi   Who  haft  on  me  bellow'd 

An  immortal'  foul,  defign'd 
To  he  the  houfe  of  God : 

Come,  and  now  refide  in  me, 
Never,  never  to  remove, 

Make  me  juft,  and  good,  like  thee, 
And  full  of  pow'r  and  love, 

2  Bid  me  in  thy  Image  rife, 

\  faint,  a  creature  new ; 
True,  and  merciful,  and  wife. 

And  pure,  and  happy  too. 
This  thy  primitive  defign, 

That  I  fhould  in  thee  be  bleft  ; 
Should  within  thy  arms  divine 

For  ever,  ever  reft. 

3  Let  thy  will  in  m.e  be  done ; 

Fulfil  my  heart's  defire. 
Thee  to  know,  and  love  alone. 

And  rife  in  raptures  higher  : 
Thee  defcending  on  a  cloud 

When  with  ravifh'd  eyes  I  fee  ; 
Then  Hiall  I  be  fill'd  with  God- 

To  all  eternity  ! 
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HYMN     XLI.     Hamilton^ 

GOD  of  my  falvation  hear, 
And  hdp  me  lo  believe ; 
Simply  do  I  now  draw  near, 
Thy  ble fling  to  receive  i 
-  Full  of  guilt,   alas  !    I  am. 
But  to  thy  wounds  for  refuge  flee : 
Friend  of  Tinners,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  fhed  for  me. 
Standing  now  as  newly  flain, 

To  thee  I  lift  mine  eye. 
Balm  of  all  my  grief  and  pain^ 

Thy  blood  is  always  nigh  : 
Now  as  yefterday,  the  fame 
Thou  art,  and  wilt  for  ever  be  : 
Friend  of  linners,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  fhed  for  me. 
Nothing  have  I,  Lord,  to  pay, 

Nor  can  thy  grace  procure ; 
Empty  fend  me  not  away. 

For  I,  thou  know*ft,  am  poor  '^ 
Dufl  and  afhes  is  my  name, 
My  all  is  fin  and  mifery : 

Friend  of  finners,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 

Thy  blood  was  fhed  for  me. 
No  good  word,   or  work,  or  thought^ 

Bring  I  to  buy  thy  grace ; 
Pardon  I  accept  unbought. 
Thy  proffer  I  embrace  ; 
Coming,  as  at  firft  I  came. 
To  take,  and  not  beftow  on  thee  ; 
Friend  of  finners,  fpotlel..  j^amb^ 
Thy  blood  was  fixed  for  ivii. 
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,5        Saviour,  from  thy  wounded  fidf 
I  never  will  depart, 
Here  will  I  my  fpirit  hide. 

When  I  am  pure  in  heart : 
Till  my  place  above  I  claim, 
This  only  fhall  be  all  my  plea, 

Friend  of  finners,  fpotlefs  Lamb, 
Thy  blood  was  Ihed  for  me» 
HYMN     XLII.      Chapel. 
t    ^^OME,  Lord,  and  help  me  to  rejoice^ 
\^    In  hope  that  I  fhall  hear  thy  voice. 

Shall  one  day  fee  my  God  ; 
Shall  ceafe  from  all  my  fm  and  ftn'fe, 
Handle  and  tafte  the  word  of  life, 
And  feel  the  fprinkled  blood. 

2  I  fnall  not  always  make  my  moan, 
Nor  worfliip  thee  a  God  unknown, 

But  I  fliall  live  to  prove 
Thy  people's  reft  and  faints'  delight, 
The  length,  and  breadth,  and  depth,  and  height 

Of  thy  redeeming  love. 

3  Rejoicing  now  in  earned  hope, 
I  ftand,  and  from  the  mountain-top 

See  all  the  land  below : 
Rivers  of  milk  and  honey  rife. 
And  k\l  the  fruit  of  paradife     , 

In  endlefs  plenty  grow  : 
5   A  land  of  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil, 
Favour'd  with  God's  peculiar  fmile. 

With  ev'ry  bltfiing  bleft  ; 
There  dv/ells  the  Lord,  our  righteoufne^^;; 
And  keeps  his  own  in  pcrfedl  peace. 

And  everlaftiug  reft. 
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5;  O  that  I  might  at  once  go  up, 
No  more  on  this  lidc  Jordan  Hop, 

But  now  the  land  pofTefs  ; 
This  moment  end  my  legal  years, 
Sorrows,  and  fms,  and  doubts,  and  fcara, 

An  howling  vvildernefs  ! 

6  Now,  O  my  Jofnua,  bring  me  in. 
Call  out  thy  foes,  the  inbred  iin, 

The  carnal  mind  remove  ; 
The  purchafe  of  thy  death  divide^ 
And  O,  with  all  the  fanaify'd, 
Give  me  a  lot  of  love  ! 

HYMN     XLIII.     Brockmer. 

I    £~^\  O  D  of  all  grace  and  majefty, 
\j^    Supremely  great  and  good, 
If  1  have  mercy  found  with  thee, 
Through  the  atoning  blood  ; 
b;       The  guard  of  all  thy  mercies  give 
And  to  my  pardon  join 
A  fear,  left  I  fliould  ever  grievft 
Thy  gracious  Spir't  divine* 

If  mercy  is  indeed  with  thee. 

May  I  obedient  prove, 
Nor  e'er  abufe  my  liberty. 

Or  fin  again  ft  thy  love  : 
This  choiceft  fruit  of  faith  beftox^f' 

On  a  poor  fofourner  ; 
And  let  me  prds  my  days  below^ 

In  humblenafs  and  fean 
E 
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3  Still  may  t  walk  as  in  thy  fight. 

My  ftrift  obferver  fee  ; 
And  thou  by  rev'rent  love  unite 

My  child  like  heart  to  thee : 
StiU  let  me,  till  my  days  are  paft^ 

At  Jefu's  feet  abide  ; 
So  fhall  he  lift  me  up  at  laft, 

And  feat  me  by  his  fide. 

HYMN    XLIV.    C.  51 

1  T    WANT  a  principle  withm 
X    Of  jealous  godly  fear, 

A  fenfibility  of  fin, 
A  pain  to  feel  it  near. 

2  That  I  from  thee  no  more  may  par^;. 

No  more  thy  goodnefs  grieve, 
The  filial  awe,  the  flefhly  heart, 
The  tender  confcience  give. 

3  Quick  as  the  apple  of  an  eye, 

T)  God,  my  confcience  make. 
Awake  my  foul  when  fin  is  nigh, 
And  keep  it  ftill  awake. 

^  If  to  the  right  or  left  I  ftray^ 
That  moment,  Lord,  reprove  r 
And  let  me  weep  my  life  away, 
For  having  griev'd  thy  love. 

5  O  may  the  lead  omilTion  pain 
My  well-inftrufted  foul, 
And  drive  me  to  the  blood  again, 
Which  makes  the  wounded  whole. 
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HYMN     XLV.     Norwich. 

t  TV  ^Y  God,  my  life,  my  love, 
IVl   To  thee,  to  thee  I'callj 
I  cannot  live  if  thou  remove, 
For  thou  art  aH  in  all. 

I  Thy  fhining  grace  can  cheer 

This  dungeon  where  I  dwell ; 
'Tis  paradife  when  thou  art  here. 
If  thou  depart  ^tis  hell. 

3  The  fmilings  of  thy  face 
How  amiable  they  are ! 
'Tis  heaven  to  reft  in  thine  embrace^ 
And  no  where  elfe  but  there. 

4.  To  thee,  and  thee  alone. 

The  angels  owe  their  blifs ; 
They  fit  around  thy  gracious  throue,- 
And  dwell  where  Jefus  is. 

5  Not  all  the  harps  above 

Can  make  a  heav'nly  place ; 
If  God  his  refidence  remove, 
Or  but  conceal  his  face. 

Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  fl<y. 

Can  one  delight  afford  ; 
No,  not  one  drop  of  real  joy. 

Without  thy  prefence.  Lord, 

7  Thou  art  the  fea  of  love, 

Where  all  my  plcafures  roll ; 
The  circle  where  ray  paflions  move^ 
And  centra  of  my  foul. 


50  PETITION.  • 

2  To  thte  my  fpirits  fiy 
With  infinite  defire: 
And  yet  how  far  from  thee  I  He  I 
Dear  J^fus,  raife  me  higher. 

H  Y  M  N    XLVI. 

,^    TESUS,  cotne,  thou  hope  of  glory, 
J     Purify  me,  that  I 
May  with  faints  adore  thee. 

2  Big  with  earneft  expectation. 

Still  I  fit  at  thy  feet, 
Longing  for  falvation. 

3  My  poor  heart  vouchfafe  to  dwell  in. 

Make  me  thine,  Love  divine. 
By  thy  Spirit's  fealing, 

4  Thou  haft  laid  the  furc  foundation 

Of  my  hope,  build  me  up ; 
Finifli  thy  creation. 

5  From  this  Inbred  fin  delivers 

Let  the  yoke  now  be  broke, 
Make  me  thine  for  ever. 

6  Partner  of  thy  perft^l  nature. 

Let  me  be,  now  in  tliee, 
A  new  fpotlefs  creature. 

7  Perfcft  when  I  walk  before  thee. 

Soon  or  late,  then  tranflate 
To  the  realms  of  glory. 


HYMN    XLVn.     L.  M, 


I 


To  wafh  me  in  thy  clean fing  blood  ; 
To  dwell  wijihin  thywounds  ;  then  paiia 
Is  fweet,  and  lif?  or  death  Is  gain^ 
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2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Per  ever  clos'd  to  all  but  thee  ! 

Seal  thou  my  breaft,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  for  ever  there. 

3  How  bleft  are  they  who  ft  ill  abide 
Clofe  flielter'd  in  thy  bleeding  fide ! 
Who  life  and  ftrength  from  thence  derive. 
And  by  thee  move,  and  in  thee  live. 

4  What  are  our  works  but  fin  and  death. 
Till  thou  thy  quickening  Spirit  breathe : 
Thou  giv'ft  the  pow'r  thy  grace  to  move, 
O  wond'rous  grace !  O  boundlefs  love ! 

5  How  can  it  be,  thou  heav'nly  King, 
That  thou  fhould'ft  us  to  glory  bring  ; 
Make  flaves  the  partners  of  thy  throne, 
Deck'd  with  a  never-fading  crown  ? 

6  Hence  our  hearts  melt,  our  eyes  overflow. 
Our  words  are  loft,  nor  will  we  know, 
Nor  will  we  think  of  aught  befide, 

"  My  Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucify'd.*' 

7  Ah  !   Lord,  enlarge  our  fcanty  thought. 
To  know  the  wonders  thou  haft  wrought ; 
Unloofe  our  ftamm'ring  tongues  to  tell 
Thy  love  immenfe,  unfearchable  ! 

8  Firft  born  of  many  brethren  thou, 
To  thee,  lo  !  all  our  fouls  we  bow  ; 
To  thee  our  hearts  and  hands  we  give ; 
Thins  may  we  die,  thine  may  we  livp* 

E  2 
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HYMN     XLVIIL      Irene, 

s    QAVIOUR!   the  world's  and  mine, 
Is3    Was  ever  grief  like  thine  ? 
Thou  my  pain,  my  curfe  had  took. 

All  my  Tins  were  laid  on  thee ; 
Help  me,   Lord,  to  thee  I  look  ; 

Draw  me,  Siiviour,  after  thee. 

3  To  love  is  all  my  wKh, 

I  only  live  for  tjiis, 
Grant  me,  Lord,  my  heart's  defire. 

There  by  faith  for  e'er  to  dwell : 
This  I  always  will  require. 

Thee,  and  only  thee  to  feel. 

^  Thy  pow'r  I  pant  to  prove. 
Rooted  and  fix'd  in  love  : 
Strengthcn'd  by  tliy  Spirit's  might, 

Wife  to  fathom  things  divine. 
What  the  length,  and  breadth,  and  height^ 
What  the  depth  of  love  like  thine. 

4  Ah  !   give  me  this  to  know. 

With  all  thy  faints  below ; 
Swells  my  foul  to  compafs  thee  ; 

Gafps  in  thee  to  live  and  move ; 
FiiI'd  with  all  the  Deity, 

All  immers'd  and  loll  in  love  ! 

HYMN    XLIX.     C.  M. 

J     TESUS,  thou  all-redeeming  I.:ord, 
*|     Thy  blefling  we  implore, 
Open  the  door  to  preach  tliy  word, 
The  great,  efFe£l'.i.:d  door.. 
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t  Gather  the  outcafts  In,  and  favc 
From  fin  and  Satan's  pow'r  ! 
Aud  let  them  now  acceptance  have^ 
And  know  their  gracious  hour. 

3  Lover  of  fouls,  thou  know'il  to  priz« 

What  thou  haft  bought  fo  dear; 
Come  then,  and  in  thy  people's  eye^, 
With  all  thy  wounds  appear ! 

4  Appear,  as  when  of  old  confeik 

The  fufF'ring  Son  of  God  ; 
And  let  them  fee  thee  in  thy  veil 

But  newly  dipt  in  blood.  ^ 

5  The  ftony  from  their  hearts  removCi 

Thou,  who  for  all  haft  dy'd  ; 
Shew  them  the  tokens  of  thy  love, 
Thy  feet,  thy  hands,  thy  fide  ! 

6  Thy  feet  were  nail'd  to  yonder  tree, 

To  trample  down  their  fin  : 
Thy  hands  they  all  ftretch'd  out  may  fee, 
To  take  thy  murd'rers  in. 

7  Thy  fide  an  open  fountain  is» 

Where  all  may  freely  go. 
And  drink  the  living  llreams  of  b!ii% 
Aud  wafh  them  white  as  fnow. 

8  B.e?.dy  t!iou  art  the  blood  to  apply, 

And  prove  the  record  true  ; 
\nd  ?Xi  t!iy  wounds  to  finners  cry, 
'*  I  -jf?-r'd  thi«  for  you  V 
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HYMN    L.    CM. 


■o 


God  !   our  help  in  ages  pad. 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
Our  fhelter  from  the  ftormy  blaft. 
And  our  eternal  home. 


3.  Under  the  (hadow  of  thy  throne 
Still  may  we  dwell  fecure  ; 
Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone. 
And  our  defence  is  fure. 

3  Befpre  the  hills  in  order  ftood; 

Or  earth  receiv'd  her  frame. 
From  everlafting  thou  art  God, 
To  endlefs  years  the  fame. 

4  A  thoufand  ages  in  thy  fight 

Are  like  an  evening  gone ; 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rifing  fun. 

5  The  bufy  tribes  of  flefh  and  blood. 

With  all  their  cares  and  fears, 
Are  carried  downward  by  the  flood, 
And  loft  in  following  years. 

6  Time  like  an  ever-rolling  ftream. 

Bears  all  its  fons  away ; 
They  fly  forgotten,  as  a  dream 
Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

•y  O  God  !   our  help  in  ages  pafl^ 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come  : 
Be  thou  our  guard  while  life  fliall  lad, 
And  our  perpetual  home. 


c 
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HYMN     LI.     Neiu-yfar's  day* 

OME  let  us  anew 
Our  journey  purfue. 
Roll  round  with  the  year, 
And  never  iland  Hill  till  the  mailer  appear.l 
His  adorable  will 
Let  us  gladly  fulfil, 
And  our  talents  improve 
By  the  patience  of  hope,  and  the  labour  of  love. 

2  Our  life  as  a  dream, 
Our  time  as  a  llream 

Glides  fwiftly  away, 
And  the  fugitive  moment  refufes  to  ftay^ 
The  arrow  is  flown, 
The  moment  19  gone  ; 
The  mlllenial  year 
Rufhes  on  to  our  view,  and  eternity's  herc^ 

3  O  that  each  in  the  day 
Of  his  coming  may  fay, 

"  I  have  fought  my  way  through, 
I  have  finifh'd  the  work  thou  didfl;  give  me  to  do.^J 
O  that  each  from  his  Lord 
May  receive  the  glad  word, 
"  Well  and  faithfully  done  ! 
Enter  into  my  joy,  and  fit  down  on  my  throne.''' 

HYMN     LU.     23^  PfaU 

I    T"     E  A  D  E  R  of  faithful  fouls,  and" guide » 
i  J   Of  all  that  travel  to  the  fky^ 
Come  and  with  us,  ev'n  us  al^ide. 
Who  would  on  thee  alone  rely  ; 
Oil  thee  alone  our  fpirits  ftay, 
Whib  held  in  life's  uneven  way* 
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3  Strangers  and  pilgrims  here  below, 

This  earth  we  know  is  not  our  place. 
And  haften  through  the  vale  of  woe, 

And  refllefs  to  behold  thy  face. 
Swift  to  our  heavenly  country  move, 
Our  everlalting  home  above. 

3  WeVe  no  abiding  city  here, 

But  feek  a  city  out  of  fight ; 
Thither  our  fteady  courfe  we  fteer, 

Afpiring  to  the  plains  of  light,. 
Jerufalem,    the  faints'  abode, 
Whofe  founder  is  the  living  God. 

4  Patient  th'  appointed  race  to  run. 

This  weary  world  we  caft  behind. 
From  ftrength  to  ftrength  we  travel  on^ 

The  new  Jerufalem  to  find  : 
Our  labour  this,  our  only  aim. 
To  find  the  new  Jerufalem. 

5  Thro*  thee,  who  all  our  fins  haft  borne, 

Freely  and  gracioufly  forgiv'n, 
With  fongs  to  Zion  we  return, 

Contending  for  our  native  heav'n  ^ 
That  palace  of  our  glorious  King, 
We  find  it  nearer  while  we  fing. 

6  RaisM  by  the  breath  of  love  divine, 

We  urge  our  way  with  ftrength  renew'd  j 
The  church  of  the  firft-born  to  join. 

To  travel  to  the  mount    of  God  ; 
With  joy  upon  our  heads  to  rife, 
And  meet  our  Saviour  in  the  iliies. 
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HYMN    LIII.     Kingswood, 

1  O  ON  of  God,  if  thy  free  grace 
l3   Again  hath  rais'd  me  up, 
CalPd  me  ftill  to  feek  thy  face. 

And  giv'n  me  back  my  hope ; 
Still  thy  timely  help  afford, 

And  all  thy  loving  kindnefs  fliow': 
Keep  me,  keep  me,  gracious  Lord, 

And  never  let  me  go. 

2  By  me,  O  my  Saviour,  Hand 

In  fore  temptation's  hour ! 
Save  me  with  thine  out-ftretch'd  hand, 

And  fhew  forth  all  thy  pow'r : 
O  be  mindful  of  thy  word. 

Thy  all  fufficient  grace  beftow :     ■ 
Keep  me,  keep  me,  gracious  Lord, 

And  never  let  me  go. 

3  Give  me.  Lord,  a  holy  fear, 

And  fix  it  in  my  heart, 
That  I  may  from  evil  near. 

With  fpeedy  care  depart : 
Sin  be  more  than  hell  abhorred. 

Till  thou  deftroy  the  tyrant  foe  i 
Keep  me,  keep  me,  gracious  Lord, 

And  never  let  me  go. 
ii|.  Never  let  me  leave  thy  bread. 

From  thee,  my  Saviour,  ftray ; 
Thou  art  my  fupport  and  reft, 

My  true  and  living  way  : 
My  exceeding  great  reward. 

In  heav'n  above,  and  earth  below  j 
Keep  me,  keep  me,  gracious  Lord, 

And  never  let  me  go. 
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HYMN    LIV.     Kingswool 

1  T     O  R  D  !   and  is  thine  anger  gone  I 

1   4   And  art  thou  pacify'd  ? 
After  all  that  I  have  done, 

Doft  thou  no  longer  chide  ? 
Infinite  thy  mercies  are  ; 

Beneath  the  weight  I  cannot  move  1 
O  'tis  more  than  I  can  bear, 

The  fenfe  of  pard'ning  lovei 

2  Let  it  ftill  my  heart  conllrain, 

And  all  my  pafnons  fway  ; 
Keep  me  left  I  turn  again 

Out  of  the  narrow  way  ; 
Force  my  vi'lence  to  be  ft  ill, 

And  captivate  my  eveiy  thought ; 
Charm,  and  melt,  and  change  my  will, 

And  bring  me  down  to  nought. 

3  If  I  have  begun  once  more 

Thy  fvveet  return  to  feel ; 
If  even  now  I  find  thy  pow'r 

Prefent  my  foul  to  heal ; 
Still  and  quiet  may  I  lie, 

Nor  ftruggle  out  of  thine  embrace  5^ 
Never  m.ore  rcfift,  or  fly 

From  thy  purfuing  grace. 

4  To  the  crofs,  thine  altar,  bind 

Mc  with  the  cords  of  love  : 
Freedom  let  me  never  find 

From  my  dear  Lord  to  move  j' 
That  I  never,  never  more 

May  with  my  much  iov'd  Mailer  parf, 
To  the  pofts  of  mercy's  door, 

O  aail  my  willing  heart. 
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5   See  my  utter  helpleflnefs, 

And  leave  me  nut  alone, 
O  prcferve  in  perfeft  peace, 

And  feal  me  for  thine  ©wn  ! 
More  and  more  thyfelf  reveal, 

Thy  prefence  let  me  always  find^ 
Comfort,  and  confirm,  and  heal. 

My  feeble,  fm-fick  mind. 

5  As  the  apple  of  an  eye, 

Thy  weakeft  fervant  keep  ; 
Help  me  at  thy  feet  to  lie. 

And  there  for  ever  weep  : 
Tears  of  joy  mine  eyes  o'erflow. 

That  I  have  an  hope  of  heaven  ; 
Much  of  love  I  ought  to  know, 

For  I  have  much  forgiv'n. 

HYMN     LV.     Birmingham. 

1  'T"^  HEE  will  I  love,  my  ftrength,  my  tow'r, 

1,      Thee  will  I  love,  my  joy,  my  crown. 
Thee  will  I  love  with  all  my  pow*r, 

In  all  my  works,  and  thee  alone. 
Thee  will  I  love,  till  the  pure  fire 
Fill  my  whole  foul  with  chafte  defire. 

2  Ah  !   why  did  I  fo  late  thee  know. 

Thee,  loveher  than  the  ions  of  men  I 
Ah  !   why  did  I  no  fooner  go 

To  thee,  the  only  eafe  in  pain  ? 
AfhamM  I  figh  and  inly  mourn, 
That  I  fo  late  to  thee  did  turn. 
5   In  darknefs  willingly  I  ftrayM  ; 

I  fought  thee-  yet  from  thee  I  rov-d  : 

F  '       ■• 


66  PETITION. 

Far  wide  my  wand'ring  thoughts  \Vere  fpreadj 

Thy  creatures  more  than  thee  I  lov'd  ; 
And  now  if  more  at  length  I  fee, 
'Tis  thro'  thy  light,  and  comes  from  thee, 

4  I  thank  thee,  uncreated  Sun, 

That  thy  bright  beams  on  me  have  Ihin'd  ; 
I  tliank  thee,  who  had  overthrown 

My  foes,  and  heal'd  my  wounded  mind  r 
1  thank  thee,  whofe  enliv'ning  voice 
Bids  my  freed  heart  in  thee  rejoice. 

5  Uphold  me  in  the  doubtful  race. 

Nor  fuffer  me  again  to  llray  ; 
Strengthen  my  feet  with  fteady  pace,* 

Still  to  prefs  forward  in  the  way  ; 
My  foul  and  ficfli,  O  Lord  of  might. 
Fill,  fatiate  with  thy  heavenly  light. 

H  Y  M  N     LVI.     C.  M. 
NFINITE,    nncxhauiiedlovcf 
Jcfus  and  love  are  one  ; 
If  ftill  to  me  thy  bowels  move, 
They  are  rellrain'd  to  none. 

2  What  fliail  I  do  nrv  God  to  love  r 

My  loi^jRg  God  to  praife  ? 
The  length,  and  breadth,  and  height  to  prove-. 
And  depth  of  fov' reign  grace  ? 

3  Thy  fov'reign  grace  to  all  extends, 

Immenfe  and  unconfin'd  ; 

From  age  to  age.  jt. never  ends. 

It  reaches  all' mankind.*  -^ 

4  Throughout  the  world  its  breadth  i$  known. 

Wide  as  infinity  ; 
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So  vvlds  it  never  pafsM  by  one, 
Or  it  had  pafs'd  by  nriL'. 

5  Ivly  trefpafs  was  grown  up  to  heav'nj. 

But  far  above  the  /l<ies, 
In  Chrift  abundantly  forgiven, 
I  fee  thy  mercies  rife  ! 

6  The  depth  of  all-redeeming  love. 

What  angel-tongue  can  tell  ? 
O  may  I  to  the  utmoft  prove 
The  gift  iinfpeakable  ! 

7  Come  quickly,  gracious  Lord,  and  take 

Pofrefiio-n  of  thine  own  ! 
My  longing  he?rt  vcnchfafe  to  make 
Thine  cverlailing  throne  ! 

8  Affert  thy  claim,   maintain  thy  right. 

Come  quickly  from  above  ; 
And  fink  me  to  perfection's  height, 
The  depth  of  humble  love. 

HYMN     LVII.     Ziott. 
J       ALL  glory  to  God  in  the  Ckv, 
XJl   And  peace  upon  earth  be  reilorM  j 
O  Jtrfus,  exalted  on  high, 

Appear  our  omnipotent  Lord  ? 
Who  :~canly  in  Bethlehem  bom, 

Didit  Hoop  to  redeem  a  loft  race. 
Once  mere  to  thy  creatures  return, 
And  reign  in  thy  kingdom  of  grace. 

2    When  thou  itl  our  ucfli  didft  appear, 
All  nature  acknowlcdg'd  thy  birth  j 

^^I^Aroie  the  acceptable  year, 

And  heaven  was  open'd  on  earth  ; 
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Receiving  its  Lord  from  above. 

The  world  was  united  to  blefs 
The  Giver  of  concord  and  love. 

The  Prince  and  the  Author  of  Peace 

3  O  wouldfl  thou  again  be  made  known, 

Again  in  the  Spirit  defcsnd, 
And  fet  up  in  each  of  thine  own, 

A  kingdom  that  never  (hall  end. 
Thou  only  art  able  to  blefs. 

And  make  the  glad  nations  obey, 
And  bid  the  dire  enmity  ceafe, 

And  bow  the  whole  world  to  thy  fway. 

4  Come  then  to  thy  fervants  again, 

Who  long  thy  appearance  to  know  i 
Thy  quiet  and  peaceable  reign, 

In  mercy  eftablifh  below  ; 
All  fon-ow  before  thee  fhall  fly, 

And  anger  and  hatred  be  o'er, 
And  envy  and  malice  fliall  die. 

And  difcord  afflift  us  no  mere* 

5  No  horrid  alarum  of  war 

Shall  break  our  eternal  repofe  ; 
No  found  of  the  trumpet  is  there. 

Where  jefu's  Spirit  overflows  : 
Appeas'd  by  the  charms  of  thy  grace. 

We  all  fhall  in  amity  join, 
And  kindly  each  other  embrace. 

And  love  with  a  pafiion  like  thine. 
HYMN    LVIIL     C.  M. 

COME,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft^ 
One  God  in  perfons  three. 
Bring  back  the  heav'nly  blefling  loft 
By  all  mankind  and  me. 
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3   Thy  favour,  and  thy  nature  too^ 
To  me,  to  all  rsllore  ; 
Forgive,  and  after  God  renew, 
And  keep  me  evermore. 

3  Eternal  Sun  of  Righteoufnefs, 

Difplay  thy  beams  divine, 
And  caufe  the  glories  of  thy  face, 
Upon  my  heart  to  fliine. 

4  Light  in   thy  light,   O  may  I  fee, 

Thy  grace  and  mercy  prove  ! 
Rtviv'd,  and  cheer'd,  and  blell  by  tliee. 
The  God  of  pard'ning  love  ! 

5  Lift  up  thy  countenance  ferene. 

And  let  thy  happy  child 
Behold,   without  a  cloud  between, 
The  Godhead  reconcil'd  ! 

6  That  all-comprifing  peace  beftow 

On  me  through  grace  forgiv'n  ; 
The  joys  of  holinefs  below, 
And  then  the  joys  of  heav'n  ! 

H   Y  M   N     LIX.      Amjhrdam. 

\    r>^   ALMIGHTY   God  of  love 4 
\_^     Thy  holy  arm  difplay. 
Send  me  fuccour  from  above, 

In  this  my  evil  day  ; 
Arm  my  wcakncfs  with  thy  pow'r. 

Woman's  feed  appear  witliin  ! 
r>e  my  fafcguard  and  my  tow'r, 

Agaiull:  the  face  of  fm. 
?.    Rock  of  my  falvation,  hafte, 

'     '.A A  thy  ample  Ihade, 
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Let  it  over  me  be  caft, 

And  fcreen  my  naked  head  • 

Save  me  from  the  trying  hour; 
Thou  my  fure  protection  be : 

Shelter  me  from  Satan's  power, 
Till  I  am  fix'd  on  thee. 

3  Set  upon  thyfclf  my  feet, 

And  make  me  furely  Itand  ; 
From  temptations'  rage  and  heat 

Caver  me  with  thine  hand  ; 
Let  me  in  the  cleft  be  plac'd  ; 

Never  from  my  fence  remove  : 
In  thine  arms  of  love  embrac'd, 

Of  everlafling  love. 

HYMN     LX.     L.  M. 

1  /^  OME,  Saviour,  Jefu,  from  above  5 
\^y  Aflift  me  v/ith  thy  heavenly  grace  : 
Empty  my  heart  of  earthly  love. 

And  for  thyfelf  prepare  the  place. 

2  O  kt  thy  facred  prefence  fill. 

And  fet  my  longing  fpirit  free  ! 
Which  pants  to  have  no  other  will, 
But  night  and  day  to  feaft  on  thee. 

3  While  in  this  region  here  below. 

No  other  good  will  I  purfue  : 
I'll  bid  this  world  of  noife  and  fhow, 
With  all  its  glittering  fnares,  adieu. 

4  That  path  wilh  humble  fpeed  I'll  feek. 

In  which  my  Saviour's  footfteps  fhine; 
Kor  will  I  hear,  nor  will  I  fpeak 
Of  arr/  other  love  but  thine. 
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5  Henceforth  may  no  profane  delight 

Divide  this  confecrated  foul : 
Poflefs  it  thou  who  halt  the  right, 
As  Lord  and  Mafler  of  the  whole. 

6  Nothing  on  earth  do  I  defire, 

But  thy  pure  love  within  my  breaft  ; 
This,   only  this,   will  I  require, 
And  freely  give  up  all  the  reft. 

HYMN     LXI.      PalmVs. 

X    'nr^HE  praying  fpirit  breathe, 

1       The  watching  pow'r  impart  j 
From  ail  entanglements  beneatli 

Cull  off  my  peaceful  heart  j 
My  feeble  mind  fuftain, 

By  worldly  thoughts  opprell ; 
Appear  and  bid  me  turn  again 

To  my  eternal  reft. 

2   Swift  to  my  refcue  come,  • 

Thy  own  this  moment  feize, 
Gather  my  wandVing  fpirit  home„ 

And  keep  in  perfect  peace  : 
Suffcr'd  no  more  to  ruve 

O'er  all  the  earth  abroad, 
Arreft  the  pris'ner  of  thy  love. 

And  (hut  me  up  in  God. 

HYMN     LXII.     Brook's, 

I    O  HEPHERD  divine,  our  wants  relieve^ 
C3    lii  ^-lis  our  evil  day  ; 
I'o  all  thy  tempted  foli'v/ers  give 
The  power  to  watch  and  pniy.    ■ 
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2  Long  as  our  firy  trials  lad, 

Long  as  the  crofs  we  bear^ 
O  let  our  fouls  on  thee  be  call 
In  never  ceafing  pray'r  ! 

3  The  fplrit  of  interceding  grace 

Give  us  in  faith  to  claim  ; 
To  wreftle  till  we  fee  thy  face, 
And  know  thy  hidden  name. 

4  Till  thou  thy  perfect  love  impart. 

Till  thou  thyfelf  beftow, 
Be  this  the  cry  of  ev'ry  heart, 
I  will  not  let  thee  go. 

5  I  will  not  let  thee  go,  unlefs 

Thou  tell  thy  name  to  m.e, 
With  all  thy  great  falvation  blefy. 
And  make  me  all  like  thee. 

0  Then  let  me  on  the  mountain  tops^ 

Behold  thy  open  face, 
Where  faith  in  fight  is  fvvallow'd  up. 
And  pray'r  in  endlcfs  praife. 

HYMN     LXIIL      OIney. 

1  TESU,  my  ftrength,   my  hope, 
Jl     On  thee  I  call  my  care, 

With  humble  conlidtnce  look  up, 

And  know  thou  heav'il  my  pray'r  j 

Give  me  on  thee  to  wait, 

Till  I  can  all  things  do. 

On  thf  e,  aJ mighty  to  creatv, 
Almiuh.ty  to  renew. 

_j        I  want  a  fcbcr  mind, 

A  illf  ic:icii:icing  vri^. 
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That  tramples  down,  and  calls  behind. 
The  baits  of  pleaiing  ill: 
A  Toul  inur'd  to  pain, 

To  hardfhip,  grief,  and  lofs ; 
Bold  to  take  up,  firm  to  fuitain, 
The  confecrated  crofs. 

I  want  a  godly  fear, 

A  quick  difcerning  eye. 
That  looks  to  thee  when  fin  is  near, 
And  fees  the  tempter  fly  ; 
A  fpirit  flill  prepar'd, 

And  arm'd  with  jealous  care? 
For  ever  flan  ding  on  its  guard, 
And  watching  unto  pray'r. 

I  want  a  heart  to  pray. 
To  pray  and  never  ceafe, 
Never  to  murmur  at  thy  ftay, 
Or  wifh  my  fuff* rings  lefs. 
This  blefling  above  all — 
Always  to  pray  I  want, 
Out  of  the  deep  on  thee  to  call, 
And  never,   never  faint. 
I  want  a  true  regard, 
A  iing!e,  Heady  aim, 
Unmov'd  by  threat'ning  or  reward. 
To  thee  and  thy  great  name : 
A  jealous,  juft  concern 

For  thine  immortal  praife  ; 
A  pure  defire  that  all  may  learn,, 
And  glorify  thy  grace. 

I  rcil  upon  thy  word  : 
The  promife  is  for  me  i 
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My  fuccour  and  falvatlon,   Lord, 
Shall  furely  come  from  thee, 
But  kt  me  iVill  abide, 

Nor  from  my  hope  remove, 
Tin  thou  my  patient  fpirit  guide 
Into  thy  perfe6l  love. 

H  Y  M  N     LXIV.     Wood's. 

J5"  ELP,   Lord,  to  whom  for  help  I  fly, 
J.    And  ilill  my  tempted  foul  (land  by 

Throughout  the  evil  day  ; 
The  facred  watchfulnefs  impart, 
And  keep  the  ifliies  of  my  heart, 

And  lllr  me  up  to  pray. 

3  My  foul  with  thy  whole  armour  arm, 
In  each  approach  of  fm,  alarm 

And  flicw  the  danger  near; 
vSurround,  fullain,  and  ftrengthen  me. 
And  fill  with  godly  jealoufy, 

And  fanclifying  fear. 

J   Whene'er  my  carelefs  hands  hang  down, 
O  let  me  fee  thy  gathering  frown, 

And  fetl  thy  warning  eye  ; 
And  llarting  cry,  from  ruin's  brink, 
Save,  Jefus,  or  I  yield,   I  fink  ! 

O  fave  me,  or  I  die  ! 

4  L^  near  the  pit  I  raflily  ilray, 
BefoiHf  I  wholly  fall  away, 

The  keen  convi6iion  dart  ; 
Recall  me  by  that  pitying  look, 
That  kind  upbraiding  glance,  which  broka 

Unfliithfiil  Peter's  heart. 
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J   In  mc  thirie  utmofli  mercy  fuow, 
And  make  me  like  thyfcif  below, 

Unblamable  in  grace  ; 
Ready  prepar'd  and  fitted  here, 
'    By  perfecl  holinefs  t'appear 
Before  thy  glorious  face. 

HYMN     LXV.     L.  M.  /^ 

L    TESU,   my  Saviour,   Brother,   Friend,!^ 
J     On  whom  I  call  my  every  care,  ( 

On  whom  for  all  things  I  depend,  / 

Infpire,  and  then  accept^my  pray'r. 

2   If  I  have  tailed  of  thy  grace, 

The  grace  that  fure  falvation  brings  ; 

>    If  with  me  now  thy  Spirit  ftays, 

And  hov'ring,  hides  me  in  his  wings  5 

7   Still  let  him  with  my  weaknefs  Hay, 
Nor  for  a  moment's  fpace  depart: 

.    Evil  and  danger  turn  away. 

And  keep  till  he  renews  my  heart:. 

4.  When  to  the  right  or  left  I  ftray, 
His  voice  behind  me  may  I  hear, 
"  Return,   and  walk  in  Chrift  thy  way, 
*'  Fly  back  to  Chrift,  for  iin  is  near/' 

5"   His  facred  un^lion  from  above 

Be  ftill  my  comforter  and  guide  ; 
Till  all  the  ilony  he  remove, 
And  in  my  loving  hean  refide. 

6  Jefus,   I  fain  would  vi-alk  in  thee, 
From  nature's  ev'ry  path  retreat ; 
Thou  ait  my  way,  my  leader  be, 
And  fet  upon  the  rock  my  feet. 
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7   Uphold  me,  Saviour,  or  I  fall ; 

O  reach  me  out  thy  gracious  hand  f 
Only  on  thee  for  help  I  call ; 
Only  by  faith  In  thee  I  ftand. 

HYMN    LXVI.     S.  M. 

1  A    CHARGE  to  keep  I  have  f 
JTjl   a  God  to  glorify  ; 

A  never-dying  foul  to  fave, 

And  fit  it, for  the  fky  ; 
To  fcrve  the  prefent  age, 

My  calling  to  fulfil ; 
O  may  It  all  my  pow'rs  engage 

To  do  my  Mailer's  will  I 

2  Arm  me  with  jealous  care, 

As  in  thy  fight  to  live  ; 
And  O  thy  fervant.  Lord,  prepare 

A  ftri<Sl  account  to  give  : 
Help  me  to  Vv'atch  and  pray^ 

And  on  thyfelf  rely  ; 
j^lTur'd,  if  I  my  truft  betray, 
,         I  fhall  for  ever  die. 


HYMN     LXVn.     Snoiijield's. 
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E  It  my  only  w^Ifdom  here, 
To  ferve  the  Lord  with  filial  fear. 
With  loving  gratitude  ; 
Superior  fenfe  may  I  difplay, 
By  fliunning  every  evil  way, 
And  walking  in  the  good 
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0  may  I  ftill  from  fin  depart ; 
A  wijfe  and  underftanding  heart, 

Jefus,  to  me  be  giv'n  ! 
And  let  me  through  thy  Spirit  know, 
To  glorify  my  God  below, 

And  find  my  way  to  heaven. 

HYMN     LXVIII.     Lamp's: 

GO  D   of  almighty  love, 
By  whofe  fiifficient  grace 

1  lift  my  heart  to  things  above. 

And  humbly  feek  thy  face  5 

Thro'  Jefus  Chrift  the  juft. 

My  faint  defire  receive. 

And  let  me  in  thy  goodnefs  truft. 

And  to  thy  glory  live. 

Whatever  I  fay  or  do. 
Thy  glory  be  my  aim  ; 
My  off'rings  all  be  oflSerM  through. 
The  ever-bleffed  name. 
Jefu,  my  finglc  eye 

Be  fix'd  on  thee  alone ; 
Thy  name  be  praisM  on  earth,  on  high  | 
Thy  will  by  all  be  done. 

Spirit  of  faith,  infpire 
My  confecrated  heart  5 
Fill  me  with  pure  celeftial  fire. 
With  all  thou  haft  and  art  j 
My  feeble  mind  transform, 
And  perfedlly  renewM, 
Into  a  faint  exalt  a  worm  : 
A,  worm  exalt  to  God  ! 
G 
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HYMN     LXIX.     Lamfi, 

!        r-w-^  H  E  thing  my  God  doth  h^te. 
J.      That  I  no  more  may  do, 
Thy  creature,  Lord,  again  create, 
And  all  my  foul  renew  ; 
My  foul  fhall  then  like  thine, 
Abhor  the  thing  unclean. 
And  fanftlfy'd  by  love  divine. 
For  ever  ceafe  from  fin. 

2  That  bleffed  law  of  thine, 

Jefu,  to  me  impart ; 
Thy  Spirit's  law  of  life  divine, 

O  write  it  in  my  heart ! 
Implant  it  deep  within, 

Whence  it  may  ne'er  remove^ 
The  law  of  liberty  from  fin. 

The  perfedl  law  of  love. 

3  Thy  nature  be  my  law, 

Thy  fpotlefs  fanftity, 
And  fweetly  ev'ry  moment  draw 

My  happy  foul  to  thee  ; 
Soul  of  my  foul  remain, 

Who  did  ft  for  all  fulfil, 
In  me,  O  Lord,  fulfil  again 

Thy  heav'nly  Father's  will. 

HYMN    LXX.    C.  M. 

i    /'^    FOR  a  heart  to  praife  my  God, 
V^    A  heart  from  fin  fet  free  1 
A  heart  that  always  feels  thy  blogd, 
So  freely  fpilt  for  me  ! 
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z  A  heart  rengn'd,  fubmlfiive,  meek, 
My  great  Redeemer's  throne  ; 
Where  only  Chrlft  is  heard  to  fpeak, 
Where  Jefus  reigns  alone. 

3  O  for  a  lowly  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean. 
Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part 
From  him  that  dwells  within. 

4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renew'd, 

And  full  of  love  divine  ; 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  gQod, 
A  copy.   Lord,  of  thine. 

5  Thy  tender  heart  is  ftlll  the  fame, 

And  melts  at  human  woe  : 
Jefu,  for  thee  diftrefs'd  I  am, 
1  want  thy  Icve  to  know. 

6  My  heart  thou  know'ft,  can  never  refl, 

Till  thou  create  my  peace  ; 
Till  of  my  Eden  repoffefs'd, 
From  evVy  iin  I  ceafe. 

r   Fruit  of  thy  gracious  lips  on  me 
Beftow,  that  peace  unknown, 
The  hidden  manna,  and  the  tree 
Of  h*fe,  and  the  white  ftone. 

$  Thy  nature^  graci'jus  Lord,  impartj 
Come  quickly  from  above  ; 
Write  thy  new  name  upon  ray  heart. 
Thr  vxw.  bed  name  of  love. 
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HYMN     LXXI.     ii2th  Pfalm. 

1  'Tp  HOU  hidden  love  of  God,  whofe  height, 

X     Whofe  depth  unfathom'd  no  man  knows, 
I  fee  from  far  thy  beauteous  light, 

I  only  figh  for  thy  repdfe  : 
My  heart  is  pain'd,  nor  can  it  be 
At  reft,  till  it  finds  reft  in  thee. 

2  Thy  fecret  voice  invites  me  ftill 

The  fweetnefs  of  thy  yoke  to  prove  ; 
And  fain  I  would,  but  though  my  will 

Seems  fix'd,  yet  wide  my  paffions  rove  j 
Yet  hindrances  ftrew  all  the  way :     - 
1  aim  at  thee,  yet  from  thee  ftray. 

3  'Tis  mercy  .^11' that  thou  haft  brought 

My  miild  to  feek  her  peace  in  thee  ! 
Yet  while  I  feek,  and  find  thee  not, 

No  peace  my  wand'ring  foul  ftiall  fee ; 
O  when  ftiall  all  my  wand'rings  end, 
And  all  my  fteps  to  thce-ward  tend  ? 

4  Is  there  a  thing  beneath  the  fun. 

That  ftrives  with  thee  my  heart  to  ftiare ! 
Ah  !   tear  it  thence,  and  reign  alone. 

The  Lord  of  ev'iy  motion  there  ! 
Then  ftiall  my  heart  from  earth  be  free,, 
When  it  hath  found  repofe  in  thee. 

5  Each  moment  draw  from  earth  away 

My  heart  that  lowly  waits  thy  call ; 
Speak  to  my  inmoft  foul,  and  fay, 

"  I  am  thy  Love,  thy  God,  thy  All!'* 
To  feel  thy  pow'r,  to  hear  thy  voice, 
To  tafte  thy  love,  be  all  my  choice. 
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HYMN     LXXII.     Cardiff-. 
I    "\7^E  happy  finners,  hear, 

X      The  pris'ners  of  the  Lord, 
And  wait  till  Chrill  appear. 

According  to  his  word  ; 
Rejoice  in-hope,  rejoice  with  me, 
We  fhall  from  all  our  fins  be  free. 

^  The  Lord  our  righteoufnefs 
We  have  long  fince  receiv'd ; 
Salvation  nearer  is 

Than  when  we  firft  believ' J  ; 
Rejoice  in  hope,  rejoice  with  me. 
We  fnall  from  all  our  fins  be  free, 

3  In  God  we  put  our  truft  ; 

If  we  our  fins  confefs, 
Faithful  he  is,  and  juft. 

From  all  unrighteoufnefs 
To  cleanfc  us  all,  both  you  and  me, 
We  fhall  from  all  our  fins  be  free. 

4  Surely  in  us  the  hope 

Of  glory  fnall  appear  ; 
Sinners,  your  heads  lift  up, 

And  fee  redemption  near; 
Again  I  fay,  rejoice  with  me, 
V/e  fhall  from  all  our  fins  be  free. 

5  Who  Jefu's  fuff 'rings  fliar*,  ^ 

My  fellow-pris'ners  now. 
Ye  foon  the  wreath  iliall  wear 

On  your  triumphant  brow  j 
Rejoice  in- hope,  ivjoice  with  me, 
\V'c  fnail  from  all  our  fins  be  fr«€. 
G  2 
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6  The  word  of  God  is  fure, 

i^nd  never  can  remove, 
We  fhall  in  heart  be  pure. 

And  perfeAed  in  love :   > 
Rejoice  in  hope,  rejoice  with  mc. 
We  fhali  from  all  our  fins  be  freew- 

7  Then  let  us  gladly  bring 

Our  facrifice  of  praife. 
Let  us  give  thanks,  and  fing, 

And  glory  in  his  grace  : 
Rejoice  in  hope,  rejoice  with  me. 
We  fhall  from  all  our  fins  be  free. 

HYMN    LXXIIl.    C.  M. 

1  XT'  O  R  ever  here  my  reft  fhall  be, 
^     Clofe  to  thy  bleeding  fide  ; 
This  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  plea, 

For  mc  the  Saviour  dy'd ! 

2  My  dying  Saviour,  and  my  God, 

Fountain  for  guilt  and  fin. 
Sprinkle  me  ever  with  thy  blood. 
And  cleanfe  and  keep  me  clean. 

3  Wadi  me,  and  make  me  thus  thine  own 

Wafli  me,  and  mine  thou  art : 
AVafh  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone. 
My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

4  Th'  ntonement  of  thy  blood  apply^ 

Till  faith  to  fight  improve  ; 
Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die, 
And  all  my  foul  be  love. 


•J 
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HYMN    LXXIV.     C.  M, 

E  S  U,  my  life,  thyfelf  apply, 


Thy  holy  Spirit  breathe 
My  vile  afFeftions  crucify. 
Conform  me  to  thy  death. 

2  Corrqu*ror  of  hell,  and  earth,  and  fm. 

Still  with  the  rebel  ftrlve ; 
Enter  my  foul,  and  work  within, 
And  kill,  and  make  alive  ! 

3  More  of  thy  life,  and  more  I  have, 

As  the  old  Adam  dies : 
Bury  me,   Saviour,  in  thy  grave. 
That  I  with  thee  may  rife. 

4  Reign  in  me,  Lord,  thy  foes  controul. 

Who  would  not  own  thy  fway  :     , 
Diffufe  thine  image  through  my  foul, 
Shine  to  the  perfedt  day. 

5  Scatter  the  laft  remains  of  fin. 

And  fcal  me  thine  abode  ; 
O  make  me  glorious  all  within, 
A  temple  built  by  God. 

HYMN     LXXV.     Savannafj. 

I   T  T  O  L  Y  Lamb,  who  thee  receive, 
Xj.    Who  in  thee  begin  to  live. 
Day  and  night  they  cry  to  thee, 
As  thou  art,  fo  let  us  be ! 

i    Jefu,  fee  my  panting  breaft  u 
See  I  pant  in  thee  to  reft ! 
Gladly  would  I  now  be  clean  :. 
Cleanfe  me  now  from  ev'ry  fm. 
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Fix,   0  fix  my  wav'rlng  mind  .^ 
To  thy  crofs  my  fpirit  bind ; 
Earthly  paffions  far  remove  ; 
Swallow  up  my  foul  in  love. 

Duft  and  aflies  though  we  be, 
Full  of  guilt  and^mifery, 
Thine  we  are,  thou  Son  of  God, 
Take  the  purchafe  of  thy  blood. 

Who  in  heart  on  thee  believes, 
He  th'  atonement  now  receives : 
He  with  joy  beholds  thy  f^ce, 
Triumphs  in  thy  pard'ning  grace. 
See,  ye  fmners,  fee  the  flame 
Rihng  from  the  flaughter'd  Lamb. 
Mark  the  new,  the  living  way, 
Leadifig  to  eternal  day  ! 
Jefus,  when  this  light  we  fee. 
All  our  foul's  athirlt  for  thee  ; 
V/hen  thy  quick'ning  pow'r  we  prove, 
All  cur  heart  diffolves  in  love. 

Boundlcfs  wifdom,  pow*r  divine. 
Love  unfpeakable  are  thine  ! 
Praife  by  all  to  thee  be  giv'n. 
Sons  of  earth,  and  hofls  of  heav'n. 

HYMN     LXXVL     C.  M. 
ESU,  thou  art  our  King, 
To  me  thy  fuccour  bring  : 
Chrift  the  mij^hty  one  art  thou. 
Help  for  all  on  thee  is  laid  ; 
This  is  the  word,   I  claim  it  now, 
Send  me  now  the  promisM  aid.. 
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High  on  thy  Father's  throne, 

0  look  with  pity  down  ; 
Help,  O  help  !   attend  my  call. 

Captive  lead  captivity ; 
King  of  glory,   Lord  of  aU, 

Chrift,  the  Lord,  oe  king  to  me» 

1  pant  to  feel  thy  fway, 
And  only  thee  t'  obey  ; 

Thee  my  fpirit  grafps  to  meet ; 

This  my  one,  my  ceafelefs  pray'r. 
Make,  O  make  my  heart  thy  feat  l^ 

O  fet  up  thy  kingdom  there  I 

4       Triumph  and  reign  in  me. 

And  fpread  thy  victory : 
Hell,  and  death,  and  fin  controul, 

Pride,  and  wrath,  and  ev'ry  foe  ;  . 
All  fubdue  :  through  all  my  foul 

Conquering  and  to  conquer  go. 

HYMN    LXXVIL    C.  M. 

1  T     O  R  D,  I  believe  thy  ev'ry  word, 

h  J    Thy  ev'ry  promife  true  : 
And  lo  !    I  wait  on  thee,  my  Lord, 
Till  I  my  flrength  renew. 

2  If  in  this  feeble  flerti  I  may 

Awhile  fhew  forth  thy  praife, 
Jefu,  fupport  the  tott'ring  clay. 
And  lengthen  out  my  days. 

3  If  fuch  a  worm  as  I  can  fpread 

The  common  Saviour's  name, 
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Let  him  who  rals'd  thee  from  the  dead-* 
Quicken  my  mortal  frame. 

4  Still  let  me  live  thy  blood  to  fhovr, 

Which  purges  every  llain  ; 

And  jrladly  linger  out  below, 

A  few  more  years  in  pain. 

5  Spare  me,  till  I  my  ftrength  of  foul. 

Till  I  thy  love  retrieve  ; 
Till  faith  /liall  make  my  fpirit  whole^ 
And  perfed  foundnefs  give. 

6  For  this  in  fteadfail  hope  I  wait, 

N    -'  Lord,  my  foul  reftore  ; 
Nov/    lie  new  heav'ns  and  earth  creAt€> 
A  id  1  li    I]  fin  no  more. 

H  Y  lyf  F     LXXVIIL     Wejlmlnjier. 

1  T     OVE  a  vine,  all  loves  excelling,' 
_L-J    J  T  of  ii'.aven  to  earth  come  down  ; 
Fix  in  Lib  thy  humble  dwelling. 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown  : 
Jefu,  thou  art  all  compailion, 
Pure,  unbounded  love  thou  art : 
,,    Vifit  us  vrith  thy  falvatioji, 

Enter  ev'ry  trembling  heart. 

2  Breathe,  O  breathe  thy  loving  fpivi; 

Into  ev'ry  troubled  breail ; 
Let  us  all  in  thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  that  fecond  reft. 
Take  away  our  bent  of  finning, 

Alpha  and  Omega  be, 
End  of  faith  as  its  beginning. 

Set  our  hearts  at  libertY. 
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Come,  almighty  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  thy  life  receive, 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  thy  temples  leave ; 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blefling, 

Serve  thee  as  thy  hofts  above,  ' 

Pray,  and  pralfe  thee  without  ceafing^ 

Glory  in  thy  perfed  love. 

riniHi  then  thy  new  creation. 

Pure  and  fpotlefs  let  us  be  ; 
Let  us  fee  thy  great  falvation, 

Perfedly  reftor'd  in  thee  ; 
ChangM  from  glory  into  glor)'. 

Till  in  heav'n  we  take  our  place. 
Till  we  caft  our  crowns  before  thee. 

Loft  in  wonder,  love,  and  pralfe ! 

H  Y  M  N     LXXIX.     L.  M. 

THAT  my  load  of  fin  were  gone  i 
O  that  I  could  at  hft  fubmit 
At  Jcfu's  feet  to  lay  it  down  ! 
To  lay  my  foul  at  Jefu's  feet !. 

2  Reil  for  my  foul  I  long  to  find  : 

Saviour  of  all  if  mine  thou  art, 
Give  me  thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  Ilamp  thine  image  on  my  heart, 

3  Break  off  the  yoke  of  inbred  fni,  ,  ^ 
And  i'ully  fet  my  fpirit  free,  >K*^ 

J  cannot  reft  tUl  pure  within,  -r: 

Till  T    :.-  --holly  loft  in  thee. 


82  PETITION. 

4  Fain  would  I  learn  of  thee,  my  God ; 

Thy  light  and  eafy  burden  provq» 
The  crofs  all  ftain'd  with  hallow'd  bloodj, 
The  labour  of  thy  dyiiig  love. 

5  I  would  ;  but  thou  muft  give  the  pow'r  j 

My  heart  from  ev'ry  fm  releafe  ; 
Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour, 
And  till  me  with  thy  perfect  peace. 

€  Come,  Lord,  the  drooping  iinner  cheer  i 
Nor  let  thy  chariot-wheels  delay  ! 
Appear,  in  my  poor  heart  appear  ! 
My  God,  my  Saviour,  come  away ! 

HYMN     LXXX.      Wejlminjler. 

1  X      I  G  H  T  of  life,  feraphic  fire, 
.  L  J    Love  divine,  thyfelf  impart, 
Ev'ry  fainting  foul  infpire ; 

Shine  in  ev'ry  drooping  heart  1 
Ev'ry  mournful  finner  cheer ; 

Scatter  all  our  guilty  gloom ! 
Son  of  God,  appear,  appear ! 

To  thy  human  temples  come. 

2  Come  in  this  accepted  hour  ; 

Bring  thy  heavenly  kingdom  in  ; 
Fill  us  with  thy  glorious  pow'r. 

Rooting  out  the  feeds  of  fin  : 
Nothing  more  can  we  require  ; 

We  will  covet  nothing  lefs ', 
Be  thou  all  our  heart's  defirej 

All  our  joy,  and  all  our  M'^^^re.  ''■ 
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HYMN      LXXXL      Foundery. 
OD  of  all-redeeming  grace, 


By  thy  pard'ning  love  compell'd, 
Up  to  thee  our  fouls  we  ralfc. 

Up  to  thee  our  bodies  yield  j 
Thou  our  facrifice  receive, 

Acceptable  through  thy  Son, 
While  to  thee  alone  we  live, 

While  we  die  to  thee  alone. 
2  Meet  it  is  and  juft  and  right, 

That  we  fhould  be  wholly  thine  j 
In  thy  only  will  unite, 

In  thy  bleffed  fervice  join  : 
O  that  ev'ry  work  and  word 

Might  proclaim  how  good  thou  art  ; 
Holinefs  unto  the  Lord 

Still  be  wrote  upon  our  heart ! 

H  Y  M  N    LXXXII.     CM. 

J    T"     E  T  him  to  whom  we  now  belong, 
L  A    His  fov'reign  right  af^-^-^^; 
And  take  up  ev'ry  thankful  foog, 
And  ev'ry  lovino-  heart. 

»  o 

2  He  juftly  claims  us  for  his  own, 

Who  bought  us  with  a  price  ! 
The  Chriftiau  lives  to  Chviit  alone;, 
To  Chriii  alorx  he  dies. 

3  jcfus !  thin£  own  at  lad  receive, 

Fuliil  ourheaits'  defire  ; 
And  let  lis  to  tliy  glory  live, 
A'l'lln  thy  caufe  expii-. 
U 
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4  Our  fouls  and  bodies  we  refign  ; 
With  joy  we  render  thee 
Our  all,  no  longer  curs,  but  thine, 
To  all  eternity. 

HYMN     LXXXIII.     112//-^  Pfainu 


W^ 


wait  thy  guiding  eye  to  feel. 
To  hear  and  keep  thy  ev'ry  woid. 

To  prove  and  do  thy  perfect  will ; 
Joyful  from  my  own  works  to  ceafe. 
Glad  to  fulfil  all  riehteoufnefs. 


t> 


Me,  if  thy  grace  vouchfafe  to  ufe, 
Meaneft  of  all  thy  creatures,  me. 

The  deed,  the  time,   the  manner  chufe. 
Let  all  my  fruit  be  found  of  thee : 

Let  all  my  works  in  thee  be  wrought. 

By  thee  to  full  perfection  brought. 

My  ev'ry  weak,  though  good  defign, 
O'er-rule,  or  change,  as  feems  thee  meet 

jcfu,  let  all  my  v.-ork  be  thine ! 

Thy  work,  O  Lord,  is  all  complete, 

And  pleafmg  in  thy  Father's  fight: 

Thou  only  haft  done  all  things  rights 

Here  then  to  thee  thy  own  I  leave, 
Mould  as  thou  wilt  rh^^  paiTive  day ; 

But  let  me  ail  thy  flamp  i-ectlve, 
But  hx  rje  all  thy  words  obey ;        ' 

iSeiTC  with  a  fingle  heart  and  eye,  - 

A;:d  '.o  thy  glory  live  and  die. 
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HYMN    LXXXIV.     Dedicath.i. 

r  l^ATHER,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
jT  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
As  by  the  celeftial  hoft,  '  ' 

Let  thy  will  on  earth  be  done  4 
Praife  by  all  to  thee  be  giv'n. 
Glorious  Lord  of  earth  and  heav'n. 

2  If  fo  poor  a  worm  as  I 

May  to  thy  great  glory  live, 
All  my  aftions  fan6lify. 

All  my  words  and  thoughts  receive  ; 
Claim  me  for  thy  fervice,  claim 
AH  I  have  and  all  I  am. 

3  Take  my  foul  and  body's  powVs ; 

Take  my  mem'ry,  mind,  and  will  p- 
AU  my  goods,  and  all  my  hours, 

All  I  know,  and  all  1  feci ; 
All  I  think,  or  fpeak,  or  do  ; 
Take  my  heart ;  but  make  it  new  1 

4  Now,  O  God,  thy  own  1  am ! 
Now  I  give  thee  back  thy  own  ; 

Freedom,  friends,  and  health,  and  fame^ 

Confecrate  to  thee  alone  : 
Thine  I  live,  thrice  happy  I ; 
Happier  Hill  if  thine  I  die  ! 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 

As  by  the  celeftial  hoft, 

Let  thy  will  on  earth  be  done  ; 

Praife  by  all  to  thee  be  giv'n. 

Glorious  Lord  of  earth  and  heav'ii.. 
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HYMN    LXXXV.     S.  M 

t         TESU,   my  truth,  my  way, 
Jl     My  fare  unerring  light, 
On  thee  my  feeble  fteps  I  Iby, 

Which  thou  wilt  guide  arighl. 

2  My  wifdom  and  my  guide, 

My  couniellor  thou  art : 
O  let  me  never  leave  thy  lide. 
Or  from  thy  paths  depart. 

3  I  lift  my  eyes  to  thee, 

Thou  gracious  bleeding  Lamb, 
That  I  may  now  enlightened  be. 
And  never  put  to  (hame. 

4  Never  will  I  remove 

Out  of  thy  hands  my  caufe, 
But  rell  in  thy  redeeming  love, 
And  hang  upon  thy  crofs. 

5  Teach  me  the  happy  art, 

In  all  things  to  depend 

On  thee :   O  never.  Lord,  depart. 

But  love  me  to  the  end. 

5        Still  11  ir  me  up  to  ftrive 

With  thee  in  llrength  divine  ; 
And  ev'ry  moment,   Lord,  revive 
This  fainting  foul  of  mine; 
7        Perfiit  to  fave  my  foul 

Throughout  the  fi'ry  hour, 
Till  I  am  ev'ry  whit  made  whole, 
And  ihcw  forth  all  thy  pow'r. 

g       Through  fire  and  water  bring 
Into  the  wealthy  place  ; 
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And  teach  me  the  new  fong  to  fing^ 
When  perfeded  in  grace  ! 

9  O  make  me  all  like  thee, 

Before  I  hence  remove  : 
Settle,  confirm  and  llablifti  me, 
And  build  me  up  in  love. 

10  Let  me  thy  witnefs  live, 

When  fin  is  all  deftroy'd  : 
And  then  my  fpotlefs  foul  receive, 
*^nd  take  me  hom.e  to  God. 

HYMN     LXXXVI.^    Brentford, 
O,  in  thy  hand  I  lay. 
And  wait  thy  will  to  prove. 
My  potter,  ft^.mp  on  me,  thy  clay, 
I'b}'-  only  {lamp  of  love  : 
Be  this  my  whole  defire, 
I  knov^'  that  it  is  thine  j 
Then  kindle  in  my  foul  a  fire. 

Which  fhall  for  ever  filing'- 
Thy  gracious  readinefs 

To  fave  mankind  afiert : 
Thy  image,  love,  thy  name  imprei: , 
Thy  nature  on  my  heart! 
Bowels  of  mercy,  hear, 
Into  my  foul  com.e  down  ; 
Let  It  throughout  my  life  appear, 
That  I  have  Chrift  put  on. 
O  plant  in  me  thy  mind  ! 
O  fi^x  in  me  thy  home  ! 
So  fnall  I  cry  to  all  mankind, 
Come  to  the  waters,  cojn[i.e  J 
H  3 
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Jefus  is  full  of  grace  : 
To  all  his  bowels  move : 
BeKpld  in  me,  ye  fallen  race, 
That  God  is  only  love  ! 

HYMN     LXXXVII.     L.  M. 

1  f~^  RE  AT  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim; 
VjF    Be  thou  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  reft  ! 
The  glories  that  compofe  thy  name, 

Stand  all  engaged  to  makf  me  blell. 

2  Thou  great  and  ^ood,  thou  juft  and  wife, 

Thou  art  my  Father,  and  my  God ! 
And  I  am  thine  by  facred  ties. 

Thy  fon,  thy  fervant,  bought  v^'ith  blood. 

3  With  heart,  and  eyes,  and  lifted  hands. 

For  thee  I  long,  for  thee  I  look, 
As  travellers  in  thirlly  lands 

Pant  for  the  cooling  water-brook. 

4  Even  life  itfelf,  without  thy  love. 

No  lading  plea fu re  can  afford  ; 
Yea,  'U  would  a  tirefome  burden  prove, 
If  I  were  banilh'd  from  thee.  Lord  ! 

5  I'll  lift  my  hands,  I'll  raife  my  voice, 

While  I  have  breath  to  pray  or  praife  ; 
Tliis  v/ork  fliall  make  my  heart  rejoice. 
And  fpend  the  remnant  of  my  days. 

HYMN    LXXXVIII.     L.  M. 

J    r'^  THOU,  to  whofe  all-fearching  fight, 
\^    The  darknefs  fliineth  as  the  light, 
Search,  prove  my  heart,  it  pants  for  thee  ; 
O  bur'i  thefe  bonds;  and  fet  it  free ! 
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Wa(h  out  its  ftains,  refine  its  drois. 
Nail  my  affcftlons  to  the  crofs  ! 
Hallow  eacli  thought  ;   let  all  within 
Be  clean  as  thou,  my  Lord,  art  clean. 

If  in  this  darkfome  wild  I  ilray, 

Be  thou  my  light,  be  thou  my  way  ; 

No  foes,  no  violence  I  fear, 

No  fraud,  while  thou  my  God,  art  near. 

When  rifing  floods  my  foul  o'erflow, 
When  fmks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
Jefus,  thy  timely  aid  impart. 
And  raife  my  head,  and  cheer  my  heart. 

Saviour,  where'er  thy  fteps  I  fee, 
Dauntlefs,  untir'd  I  follow  thee  ; 
O  let  thy  hand  fupport  me  ftill. 
And  lead  me  to  thy  holy  hill ! 

If  rough  and  thorny  be  the  way. 
My  llrength  proportion  to  my  day  ; 
Till  toil,  and  grief,  and  pain  fliall  ceafe. 
Where  all  is  calm,  and  joy,  and  peace. 

HYMN    LXXXIX.     L.  M. 

JESUS,  thou  everlafting  king, 
Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring, 
Accept  thy  weli-deferv'd  renown. 
And  wear  our  praifes  as  thy  crown. 

Let  every  aft  of  worihip  be 

Like  our  efpoufals,   Lord,  to  thee  : 

Like  the  bleft  hour,  when  from  above 

We  firft  receive4  the  pledge  of  lov.ti*  , 
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3.  The  gladnefs  of  that  happy  day, 
O  may  it  ever,  ever  ilay  ! 
Nor  let  our  faith  forfake  its  hold. 
Nor  hope  decline,  nor  love  grow  cold  I 

4  Each  following  minute  as  it  flies, 
Increafe  thy  praife,  improve  our  joys. 
Till  we  are  rais'd  to  fing  thy  name, 
J\t  the  great  fupper  of  the  Lamb. 
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OME,  Lord,  from  above. 
The  mountains  femove, 
Q'erturn  all  that  hinders  the  courfe  of  thy  love: 
My  bofom  infpire, 
Inkindle  the  fire, 
Ar.d  wrap  my  whole  foul  in  the  flames  of  dcEre. 

2  I  languifh  and  pine 
For  the  comfort  divine, 

O  when  {hall  I  fay,   "  my  beloved  is  mine, 
*'  I  have  choCe  t!>e  good  part, 
"  My  portion  thou  art,  [heart,.*^ 

*^-  O  love,    I  have  found  thee,    O  God  in  my 

3  For  this  my  heart  ff.'ihs, 

Nothing  clfe  can  fu3ice  ;  f  price  J 

Hovr,  Lord,  can  I  pnrchafe  the  pearl  of  great 

It  cannot  be  bought. 

And  thou  know'fi;  I  have  nought. 
Nut  an  a6lion,  a  word,  or  a  truly  good  thought. 

4  But  I  hear  a  voice  fay, 
V/ithout  money  you  may 

?.  ccive  [tf  whoever  hath  notliing  to  pay  - 
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Who  on  Jefiis  relies, 
Without  money  or  price, 
The  pearl  of  forgivenefs  and  holinefs  buys. 

5  The  bleffing  is  free, 
So,   Lord,  let  it  be  : 

I  yield  that  thy  love  fhould  be  given  to  me. 

I  freely  receive 

What  thou  freely  doft  give. 
And  csnfent  in  thy  love,  in  thine  Eden  to  liv^, 

6  The  gift  I  embrace, 
The  giver  I  praife. 

And  afcribe  my  falvation  to  Jefus's  grace  j 

It  came  from  above, 

The  foretafte  I  prove. 
And  I  foon  fhall  receive  all  thy  fulnefs  of  lovj* 

HYMN     XCI.     S.  M. 

1  AND  can  I  yet  delay 
XX   My  little  all  to  give  ? 

To  tear  m.y  foul  from  earth  away. 

For  Jefus  to  receive  ? 

Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield ! 

I  can  hold  out  no  more ; 
I  fink,  by  dying  love  compell'd. 

And  own  thee  conqueror  ! 

2  Though  late  I  all  forfake. 
My  friends,  my  all  refign  ; 

Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  O  take. 

And  feal  me  ever  thine  ! 

Come  and  poffefs  me  whole, 

Nor  hence  again  remove  : 
Settle  and  fix  my  wav'ring  foul 

With  all  thy  weight  of  lov^. 
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3       My  one  defirc  be  this, 

Thy  only  iove  to  krovv ; 
To  feek  and  tafte  no  other  blifs, 

No  other  good  below. 

My  life,  my  portion  thou, 

Thou  ali-fufficient  art, 
3)yly  hope,  my  heav'nly  treafupe,  now 

Enter  and  keep  my  heart ! 

HYMN     XCII.      Shepherd  of  Ifra:l 

I  ry^HOU  Shepherd  of  I{\-ael,  and  mjne^ 
X      The  joy  and  defire  of  my  heart, 
For  clofer  communion  I  pine, 

I  long  to  refide  where  thou  art : 
The  pafture  I  languifn  to  find. 

Where  all  who  their  fhepherd  obey. 
Are  fed,  on  thy  bofom  reclined. 

And  fcreen'd  from  the  heat  of  the  dap. 

^  Ah  !   lliew  me  that  happlefl;  place, 

That  place  of  thy  people's  abode,, 
Where  faints  in  an  ecitacy  gaze. 

And  hang  on  a  crucify'd  God  i 
Thy  love  for  a  finner  declare, 

Thy  pallion  and  death  on  the  tree  j 
|vly  fpirit  to  Calvary  bear, 

To  fuffer  and  triumph  witii  thee. 

■;   'Tir.  there  with  the  lambs  of  thy  flock^. 
There  only  I  covet  to  reft  ; 
To  lie  at  the  foot  of  the  rock, 
Or  rife  to  be  hid  in  thy  bread : 
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*Tis  there  I  v/ould  always  abide. 
And  never  a  moment  depart;  ^" 

Conceal'd  in  the  cleft  of  thy  fide, 
Eternally  held  in  thy  heart. 

HYMN     XCIII.      Ohtey. 

JESUS,  my  Lord,  attend 
Thy  feeble  creature's  cry  : 
And  fhew  thyfelf  the  Tinner's  friend. 
And  fet  me  up  on  high. 
From  hell's  opprefiive  pow^'r 
My  ftruggling  foul  releafe  ; 
And  to  thy  Fatlier's  grace  reilore  ; 
And  to  thy  perfedl  peace. 

Thy  blood  and  rigliteoufncfs 
I  make  my  only  plea  ; 
My  prefent  nnd  eternal  peace 

Are  both  deriv'd  from  thee. 
Rivers  of  life  divine 

From  thee,  their  fountain,  flow;   - 
And  all  who  know  that  love  af  thine. 
The  joy  of  angels  know. 

Come  then,  impute,  impart 
To  me  thy  rightcoufnefs, 
And  let  me  tafle  how  good  thou  art. 
How  full  of  truth  and  grace  : 
TuHt  thou  can-ft  here  forgive, 
Grant  me  to  teftify, 
And  juftify'd  by  faith  to  live,- 
And  vr.  thr.t  faitli  to  die. 
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H  Y  M  N    XCIV.    C.  M. 

E  I  N  G   of  beings,  God  of  love, 


B 


To  thee  our  hearts  we  raife  ; 
Thy  all-fuftainitig  power  we  prove. 
And  gladly  fing  thy  praife. 

2  Thine,  wholly  thine,  we  parit  to  be. 

Our  facrifice  receive  ; 
Made,  and  preferv'd,  and  fav'd  by  thee. 
To  thee  ourfelves  we  give. 

3  Heav'n-ward  our  ev'ry  wifh  afpires, 

For  all  thy  mercy's  ftore  : 
The  fole  return  thy  love  requires^ 
Is  that  we  aflc  for  more. 

4  For  more  we  aflc  :  we  open  then 

Our  hearts  t'  embrace  thy  will-: 
Turn  and  beget  us,  Lord,  again ; 
With  all  thy  fulnefs  fill. 

5  Come,  Holy  Ghoft,  the  Saviour's  love 

Shed  in  our  hearts  abroad  ! 
So  fliall  we  ever  live  and  move. 
And  be  with  Chrift  in  God. 

HYMN    XCV.     C.  M. 

1  /^  SUN  of  Righteoufnefs,  arifc 
\_J    With  healing  in  thy  wing ! 
To  my  difeasM,  my  fainting  foul. 

Life  and  falvation  bring. 

2  Thefe  clouds  of  pride  and  fm  difpel 

By  thy  all  piercing  beam  ; 
Lighten  mine  eyes  with  faith,  my  heiirt 
With  holy  hope  Inflame, , 
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3  My  mind  by  thy  all-quick'ning  power 

From  low  del] res  fet  free  ; 
Unite  my  fcatter'd  thoughts,  and  fix 
My  love  entire  on  thee. 

4  Father,  thy  long-loft  fon  receive -j 

Saviour,  thy  purchafe  own  ; 
Bleft  comforter,  with  peace  and  joy 
Thy  new-made  creature  crown, 

5  Eternal,  undivided  Lord, 
Co-equal  One  in  Three, 

On  thee  all  faith,  all  hope  be  plac'dj 
All  love  be  paid  to  thee. 

HYMN     XCVI.      Plymouth. 

1  Q  O  N  of  God,  thy.  bleffing  gram. 
1^    Still  fupply  our  ev'ry  want ! 
Tree  of  life,  thy  influence  fhed, 
With  thy  fap  my  fpirit  feed. 

2  Tendereft  branch,  alas !   am  I, 
Wither  without  thee  and  die. 
Weak  as  helplefs  infancy  j 
O  confirm  my  foul  in  thee. 

Unfuftain'd  by  thee  I  fall ; 
Send  the  help  for  which  I  call  j 
Weaker  than  a  bruifed  reed. 
Help  I  every  moment  need. 

4  All  my  hopes  on  thee  depend ; 
Love  me,  lave  me  to  the  end  ; 
Give  me  the  continuing  grace. 
Take  the  evcrlafting  priiife. 
I 
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-HYMN     XCVII.     Plymoutl;. 

I    T     O  R  D,  \ve  come  before  thee  now, 
£  J    At  thy  feet  we  humbly  bow  ; 
O  !   do  not  our  fuit  difdain, 
.Shall  we  feek  thee,  Lard,  in  va!n  r 

:i'  Lord,  on  thee  oirr  fouls  depend, 
In  compaffion  now  defcend  ; 
Fill  our  hearts  with  thy  rich  grace, 
-^une  our  lips  to  fing  thy  praife. 

3  In  thine  own  appointed  way. 
Now  we  feek  thee,  here  we  ftay  j 
Lord,  we  know  not  how  to  go, 
Till  a  blelling  thou  beftow. 

4  Send  fome  mefiage  from  thy  word,- 
That  may  joy  and  peace  afford  ; 
Let  thy  Spirit  now  impait 

Full  falvation  to  each  heart. 

.5  Comfort  thofe  who  weep  and  rftourn. 
Let  the  time  of  joy  return  ; 
Thofe  that  are  call  down,  lift  up  ; 
Make  them  ftrong  in  faith  and  hope,- 

6  Grant  that  all  may  feek,  and  find 
Thee  a  gracious  God,  and  kind  : 
Heal  the  fick,  the  captive  free  ; 
Let  us  all  rejoice  in  thee. 


HYMN     XCVIIl.      inUefelcP^i 

OME,  thou  Almighty  King, 
xelp  us  thy  name  to  r.n<T, 
Help  US  to  pra'fb  ' 


1   f^O 
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Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  vi<ftoriou5. 
Come,  and  reigu  over  us. 

Ancient  of  days. 
a  Jcfas,  our  Lord,  arife, 
iJc^ttcr  our  enemies, 

And  make  tliein  fall  X' 
Let  tliiiie  almighty  aid 
Oar  'Lxxrc  defence  be  made, 
O-ur  fouls  on  thee  be  ilay'd  > 

Lord  hear  our  call. 

Come,  thou  incarnate  V/ord^ 
Gird  en  thy  mighty  fword. 

Our  pray'r  attend  : 
Come,  and  thy  people  blefs. 
And  give  thy  word  fucccfs  j,- 
Spirit  of  hoiinefs, 

On  us  defcend. 

4  Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  facred  witncfj  bear 

Li  this  glad  hour  ;^ 
Thou  who  almighty  art. 
Now  rule  in  every  heart. 
And  ne'er  from  U3  depart, 

Spirit  of  pow'r. 
To  the  great  One  in  Three. 
Eternul  praifes  be. 

Hence — cvermQre  I 
His  fov' reign  Majefty 
^lay  v.-e  in  glory  fee, 
A"d  to  eternity. 

Love  and  adore* 
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HYMN    XCIX.     L.  M, 

1  /^  F  him  who  did  falvation  bring, 
V_^  ■  I  could  for  ever  think  and  fing  ; 
Arife,  ye  guilty,  he'll  forgive  ; 
Arife,  ye  needy,  he'll  relieve. 

2  Afic  but  his  grjice,  and  lo  !   'tis  given  j 
Aflv,  and  he  turns  your  hell  to  heaven  : 
Tho'  im  and  forrow  wound  my  foul, 
Jefu,  thy  balm  will  make  it  whole. 

^  To  ftiame  our  fins  he  blufh'd  in  blood. 
He  clos'd  his  eyes  to  ihew  us  God ; 
Xet  all  the  woi-ld  fall  down  and  know, 
That  none  but  God  fuch  love  can  Ihow, 

4  'Tis  thee  I  love,  for  thee  alone 

I  fhed  my  tears  .and  make  my  moan ; 
Where'er  I  am,  where'er  I  move, 
I  meet  the  objeft  of  my  love. 

5  Infatiate  to  this  fpring  I  fly  ; 
I  drink,  and  yet  am  ever  dry  ; 

Ah  !   who  againft.thy  charms  is  proof? 
Ah  !   who  that  loves,  can  love  enough  ? 

HYMN     C.      Funeral. 

I    T  T  O  W  tedious  and  taftelefs  the  hours, 
X  JL    Vv-^hen  Jefus  no  longer  I  fee; 
Sweet  profpedls,  fweet  birds,  and  fweet  flow^-s. 

Have  all  loil  their  fweetnefs  to  me : 
The  midfummer  fun  fliines  but  dim, 

The  fields  ilrive  in  yain  to  look  gay  ; 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  him, 

.December's  as  pleafant  as  May. 
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2.  Ills  name  yields  the  richeit  perfume. 

And  fwceter  than  malic  his  voice  y 
His  prefcncc  difperfes  my  gloom, 

And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice* 
I  fti')Uid,  were  he  always  thu^  nigh, 

Have  notliing  to  wifii  or  to  fear ;. 
No  mortal  fo  happy  as  I, 

My  iummer  would  lail  all  the  year. 

3  Content  with  beholulng  his  face, 

-  My  all  to  his  pleafure  refignM  ; 
No  changes  of  Lafon  or  place 

Would  rnnlie  any  change  in  my  mind  ;. 
While  blefs'd  with  a  fenfe  of  his  love, 

A  palace  a  toy  would  appear  ; 
And  prifons  would  palaces  prove, 

If  Jefus  would  dwell  with  me  there* 

4  Dear  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  thine. 

If  thou  art  my  fun  and  my  fong  j 
Say,  why  do  I  languifh  and'plne  ? 

And  why  are  my  winters  fo  long  ? 
O  drive  thefe  dark  clouds  from  my  iKy, 

Thy  foul-cheering  prefence  rellore  ; 
Or  take  m?  to  thee  upon  high, 

Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more, 
H  Y  M  N    GI.     Si.  Fei^r's, 
i    /^OME,  thou  fount  of  ev'ry  blclung, 
\_^   Tune  my  heart  to  fmg  thy  grace  '. 
Streams  of  mercy  never  cealing, 

C-ul  for  fongs.  of  loudeil  praife  : 
Tfac'a  me  fome  melodious  fonnet, 

S\\)g  by  flaming  tongues  above  ;  ♦ 

^raiic  the  mount — I'm  fixM  upon  it^ 
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2  Here  I'll  raife  mine  Ebcnezer, 

Hitlier  by  thy  help  Fm  come ; 
And  I  hope  by  thy  good  pleafurtf 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 
Jefus  fought  me  when  a  ftranger, 
Wand'ring  from  the  fold  of  God; 
'0'     He  to  refcue  me  from  danger, 

InterposM  his  precious  blood ! 

5    O  !  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I'm  conftrainM  to  be  ! 
Let  thy  goodnefs,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wand'ring  heart  to  thee  ; 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,   I  feel  it ; 
Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love — 
.   Here's  my  heart,  O  take  and  feal  it ; 
Seal  it  for  thy  courts  above. 

HYMN     CII.     L.  M. 
i     T  ESUS,  from  whom  all  bleffings  flow., 
3     Great  builder  of  thy  church  beloW; 
If  now  thy  Spirit  moves  my  breaft, 
Hear  and  fultii  thine  own  requeil. 

z   The  few  that  truly  call  thee  Lord, 
And  wait  thy  fanftifying  word, 
And  thee  their  utmoil  Saviour  own, 
Unite  and  perfeft  them  in  one.. 

3  O  let  them  all  thy  mind  exprefs. 
Stand  forth  thy  chofen  vi'itneffes ; 
Thy  power  unto  falvation  fnow. 
And  perfect  holinefs  below. 

4  In  them  let  all  mankind  behold, 
How  Chrilllaus  liv'd  in  days  of  oW 
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Mighty  their  envious  foes  to  move, 
A  proverb  of  reproach — and  love. 

5  O  might  my  Jot  be  caft  witli  thefe, 
The  leaft  of  Jefu's  witnefles ! 

O  that  my  Lord  would  count  me  meet ; 
To  wafh  his  dear  difciples'  feet ! 

6  This  only  thing  do  I  require ; 

Thou  know'fl  'tis  all  my  heart's  defire, 
Freely  what  I  receive  to  give, 
The  fervant  of  thy  church  to  live : 

7  After  my  lowly  Lord  to  go, 
And  wait  upon  thy  faints  below, 
Enjoy  the  grace  to  ^angels  giv'n, 
And  ferv^e  the  royal  heirs  of  Iieav'n. 

8  Lord,  if  I  now  thy  drawings  feel, 
And  alic  according  to  thy  will ; 
Confirm  the  pray*r,  the  leal  impart. 
And  fpeak  the  anfwer  to  my  heart. 

9  Tell  me,  or  thou  fhalt  never  gOy 

"  Thy  pray'r  is  heard  ;   it  fhali  be  i'c." 
The  words  have  pafs'd  thy  lips,  and  I 
Shall  with  thy  people  live  and  die. 

H  Y  M  N     cm.     Alngsiuoocl 

EVER  fainting  with  defire, 
For  thee,  O  Chriit,  I  call  ^ 
Thee  I  reliiefBly  require, 

I  w.mt  my  God,  my  AIL 
jciti,  d^'iTT  redeeming  Lord, 

I  wait  thy  GOtnirig  from  above , 
Ilt^lp  me,  J^vioiir,  fpeak  the  word^ 
^-^^rid  ocrrfd  me  u\  love. 
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2  Wilt  thou  fiiffer  me  to  go 

Lamenting  all  my  days  ? - 
Shall  I  never,  never  know 

Thy  fandtifying  grace  ? 
Wilt  thoa  not  the  lighj:  afford. 

The  darknefs  from  my  foul  remove  ? 
Help  me,  Saviour,  fpeak  the  word  i_ 

And  perfe£l  me  in  love. 

3  Lord,  if  I  on  thee  believe. 

The  fecond  gift  im.part; 
With  th'  indwelling  fpirit  giv? 

A  new,  a  contrite  heart : 
If  with  love  tliy  heart  is  ftor'd, 

if  now  o'er  me  thy  bowels  move. 
Help  me,   Saviour,  fpeak  the  word, 

And  perfedt  me  in  love. 

4  Let  me  gain  my  calling's  hope, 

O  make  the  finner  clean  ! 
Dry  corruption's  fountain  up, 

Cue  offth'  entail  of  iin  : 
Take  me  into  thee,  my  Lord, 

And  I  fliail  then  no  longer  rove  • 
Help  me,  Saviour,  fpeak  the  word^ 

And  perfecl  me  in  luve, 

5  Thou,  my  life,  my  treafure  be. 

My  portion  here  below  ! 
Nothing  would  I  feek  but  die^. 

Thee  only  would  I  know  : 
My  exceeding  great  rcwarti, 

My  heav'n  on  earth,  my  heav'n  above  4 
Help  me,  Saviour,  fpeak  thj  \v<,iC., 
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6  Grant  me  now  the  bllfs  to  feel 

Of  tliofe  that  are  in  thee; 
Son  of  God,  thyfelf  reveal, 

Engrave  thy  name  on  me ; 
As  in  heav'n  be  here  ador'd, 

And  let  m^  now  the  promife  prove  ;  ^ 
Help  me,  Saviour,  fpeak  the  word,       """ 

And  perfect  me  in  love. 

HYMN    CIV.     C.  M. 

%    Tk /r  Y    God,  I  know,  I  feel  thee  mine, 
XVX    And  will  not  quit  my  claim, 
Till  all  I  have  is  loft  in  thine, 
And  all  renew'd  I  am. 

Z   I  hold  thee  with  a  trembling  handj 
And  will  not  let  thee  go, 
Till  fteadfadly  by  faith  I  ftand. 
And  all  thy  goodnefs  know. 

3  Jefu,  thine  all  viftorious  love 

Shed  in  my  heart  abroad  ! 
Then  fhall  my  feet  no  longer  rove, 
Rooted  and  fixM  in  God. 

4  O  that  in  me  the  facred  fire 
Might  now  begin  to  glow ! 

Burn  up  the  drofs  of  bale  deli  re, 
And  make  the  mountains  flow  ! 

5  O  that  it  now  from  heaven  might  fall, 
And  all  my  fins  confume : 

Come,  Holy  Glioil,  for  thee  I  call, 
Spirit  of  burning,  come. 
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6  Refining  fire,  go  through  my  heart. 
Illuminate  my  foul ; 
Scatter  thy  life  through  e\*rj  part, 
Anxl  fanftify  the  whole. 

J  Sorrow  and  fm  fhall  then  expire, 

AVhen  enterM  into  reft  ; 

I  only  live  my  God  t'  admire, 

My  God  for  ever  bleft. 

g  J.Iy  fteadfaft  foul,  from  falling  frec^ 
Shall  then  no  longer  move; 
But  Chrift  be  all  the  world  to  me. 
And  all  my  heart  be  love. 

H  Y  M  N     CV.     Shepherd  of  IfracL 

I    "TXT  Hx-^T  now  h  my  obje£l  and  aim  ? 
Vy      Wliat  now  is  my  hope  and  defirc^ 
To  follow  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
And  after  his  image  afpire  : 
My  hope  is  all  center'd  in  thee.; 

I  truft  to  recover  thy  love ; 
On  earth  thy  falvation  to  fee. 
And  tlien  to  enjcy  thee  above^ 

3    I  thirft  for  a  life-giving  God, 

A  God  that  on  Calvary  dy'd  ; 
A  foufitain  of  water  and  blood, 

VV^iiich  guili'd  from  ImmanucI'd  fidcl 
I.  gafp  for  the  liream  of  thy  love, 

Tiie  fpirit  of  rapture  unknown  ;. 
Afid  tlien  to  re-drink  it  above, 

Eteruallv  friTa  from  tliC  thror.u 
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H  Y  M  N     CVI.      Bradford. 

i    TESU,  thy  boundlefs  love  to  me 

J    No  thought  can  reach,  no  tongue  declare; 
O  knit  my  thankful  heart  to  thee, 
And  reign  without  a  rival  there  ! 
Thine  wholly,  thine  alone  I  am  ; 
Be  thou  alone  my  conftant  flame  ! 

1   O  grant  that  nothing  in  my  foul 

May  dwell,  but  thy  pure  love  alone ! 
O  may  thy  love  poffefs  me  whole  ! 

My  joy,  my  treafure,  and  my  crown  : 
Strange  flames  far  from  my  heart  rem.ove } 
My  ev*ry  aft,  word,  thought,  be  love. 

3  O  love,  how  cheering  is  thy  ray  ! 

All  pain  before  thy  prefence  fl'es ;' 
Care,  anguifh,  forrow,  melt  away, 

Where'er  thy  heahng  beams  arife  : 
O  Jefu,  nothing  may  1  fee. 
Nothing  defire  or  feek  but  thee! 

4  Unweary'd  may  I  this  purfae, 

Dauntlefs  to  the  high  prize  afpire  % 
Hourly  within  my  foul  renew 

This  holy  flame,  this  heav'nly  I11T4 
And  day  and  night  be  all  m.y  c?ire 
To  guard  this  facred  treafure  there. 

5  O  that  I  as  a  little  child 

May  follow  thee  and  nevrr  reft. 
Till  fweetly  thouhaft  breath'd  thy  mild 

And  lowly  mind  into  my  breaft  ! 
Nor  ever  may  we  parted  be. 
Till  I  beconne  one  fp'r't  with  thee. 
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6  Still  let  thy  love  point  out  my  way  j 

How  wond'rous  things  thy  love  hath  wroughtl 
Still  lead  nie  left  I  go  aftray  ; 

Direft  my  word,  infpire  my  thought ; 
And  if  I  fall,  foon  may  I  hear 
Thy  voice,  and  know  that  love  is  near. 

7  In  fiifF'ring  be  thy  love  my  peace. 

In  weaknefs  be  thy  love  my  pow'r, 
And  when  the  llorms  of  hfe  fhall  ceafcj 

Jefu,  in  that  important  hour, 
In  death,  as  life,  be  thou  my  guide, 
And  fave  me,  who  for  me  haft  dy'd  ! 

HYMN    CVIL    L.  M. 

1  TjrOLY,  aiid  true,  and  righteous  Lord. 
JL  Jl    I  wait  to  prove  thy  perfeft  will ; 
Be  mindful  of  thy  gracious  word, 

And  ft  amp  me  with  thy  Spirit's  feaL' ' 

2  Open  my  faith's  interior  eye  : 

Difplay  thy  glory  from  above ; 
And  all  I  am  (hall  fink  and  die, 
Loft  in  aftoniftimtnt  and  love  ! 

3  Confound,  o'erpow'r  me  by  thy  grace  ; 

I  would  be  by  myfelf  abhorr'd  ; 
All  might,  all  majefty,  all  praife, 
All  glory  be  to  Chrift  my  Lord  ! 

4  Now  let  n^e  gain  pcrfe^lion's  heiglit; 

Now  let  me  into  nothing  fall. 
As  lefs  than  nothing  in  my  fight. 
And  feel  that  Chriil  is  all  in  alii 
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HYMN     GVIII.     Hotham. 
A  V  1  O  U  R   of  the  fin-fick  foul. 
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Give  me  faith  to  make  me  whole  t 
Finifh  thy  great  work  of  grace  ! 
Cut  it  fhort  in  righteoufnefs. 

2  Speak  the  fecond  time,  "  Be  clean 
Take  away  my  inbred  fm  ; 
Ev'ry  ftumbling-block  remove  ; 
Cad  it  out  by  perfctfl  love. 

3  Nothing  lefs  will  I  require^ 
Nothing  more  can  I  defire  : 
None  but  Chrift  to  me  be  giv'n  ; 
None  but  Chrift  in  earth  or  heav'n. 

4  O  that  I  might  novi-^  decreafe  ! 
O  that  all  I  am  might  ceafe  ! 
Let  me  into  nothing  fall ! 
Let  ray  Lord  be  all  in  all ! 


HYMN    CIX.     C.  M. 


■L 


To  all  thy  people  known  ; 
A  reft  where  pure  enjoyment  reigns. 

And  thou  art  lov'd  alone. 
A  reft  where  all  our  foul's  defire 

Is  fix'd  on  things  above ; 
Where  fear,  and  fm,  and  griff  expire, 

Caft  out  by  perfect  love. 
O  that  I  now  the  reft  might  know. 

Believe  and  enter  in  ! 
Now,  Saviour,  now  the  powV  beftow., 

And  kt  ntie  ceafe  from  fin, 
K 
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4  Remove  this  hardnefs  from  my  heart, 

This  unbelief  remove  ; 
To  me  the  reft  of  faith  impart, 
The  fabbath  of  thy  love. 

5  I  would  be  thine,  thou  know'ft  I  would. 

And  have  thee  all  my  own  ; 
Thee,  O  my  all-fufficient  good, 
I  want,  and  thee  alone. 

6  Thy  name  to  me,  thy  nature  grant ! 

This,  only  this,  be  giv'n  j 
Nathing  belide  my  God  I  want, 
Nothing  in  earth  or  heav*n. 

7  Come,  O  my  Saviour,  come  away, 

Into  my  foul  defcend  ! 
No  longer  from  tliy  creature  ftay, 
My  author  and  my  end  ! 

8  Come,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft,  ' 

\nd  feal  me  thine  anode  ; 
I>et  all  I  am  in  thee  be  loft. 
Let  all  be  loft  in  God  ! 

HYMN     ex.     C.  M. 
JOYFUL    found  of  gofpel-graGC. 
Chrift  fhall  in  me  appear ! 
I,   even  I,  fhall  fee  his  face  ; 

I  fhall  be  holy  here. 
The  glorious  crown  of  righteoufnefs 

T'.  me?reach'd  out  I  view; 
Conqueror  through  him,  1  foon  fliall  ki^t 

And  wear  it  as  my  due. 
The  promis'd  land  from  Pifi^ali's  top 
I  now  exult  to  lee  ; 
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My  hope  is  full  (O  glorious  hope) 
Of  immortality. 

4  He  viiits  now  this  houfe  of  clay  ; 

He  fiiakes  his  future  home  : 
O  wouldft  thou,  Lord,  on  this  glad  day, 
Into  thy  temple  come. 

5  With  me,  I  know,  I  feel  thou  art, 

But  this  cannot  fufnce, 
Unlefs  thou  planted  in  my  heart 
A  conftant  paradife. 

6  My  earth  thou  wat'reit  from  on  high. 

But  make  it  all  a  pool: 
Spring  up,  O  well,   I  ever  cry, 
Spring  up  within  my  foul. 

7  Come,  O  my  God,   thyfelf  reveal ! 

Fill  all  this  mighty  void  : 
Thou  only  canft  my  fpirit  fill; 
Come,  O  my  God,  my  God  ! 

Fulfil,  fulfil  m.y  large  defires, 

Large  as  infinity  ; 
Give,  give  me  all  my  foul  requires, 

All,  all  that  is  in  thee  ! 

HYMN     CXL     C.  M. 
E  S  U  S    hath  dy'd  that  I  Uiight  live. 
Might  live  to  God  alone; 
la  him  eternal  life  i^-ccive, 
A'ul  be  in  fpint  on;::. 

Saviour,   I  thank  thee  far  tlie  grace, 

Th'j  gift  unfpeakable  ; 
And  wait  v/ith  ar^..^  of  faith  t'  embrace 

And  all  thy  love  to  feel. 
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3  My  foul  breaks  out  in  ftrong  defirc. 

The  perfeft  blifs  to  prove ; 
My  Jonging  heart  is  all  on  fire, 
To  be  diffolv'd  In  love. 

4  Give  me  thyfelf,  from  ev*ry  boaft, 

From  ev'ry  fin  fet  free ; 

hei  all  I  am  in  thee  be  loft, 

But  give  thyfelf  to  mc. 

5  '^^y  g'fts,  alas !   cannot  fufEce, 

Unlefs  thyfelf  be  giv'n  ; 
Thy  prefence  makes  my  paradife» 
And  where  thou  art  is  heav'n  ! 

HYMN     CXII.     SmlthJieW^, 

HOU  great,  myfterious  God  unknown^ 
Whofe  love  hath  gently  led  me  on,        ^ 

Ev'n  from  my  infant  days ; 
Mine  inmoll  foul  expofe  to  view, 
And  tell  me  if  I  never  knew 

Thy  juftifying  grace. 

2  If  I  have  only  knovv'o  thy  fear, 
And  follow'd  with  an  heart  fin  cere, 

Thy  drawing  from  above  ; 
Now,  now  the  farther  grace  beftow. 
And  let  my  fprinkled  confcience  know,  j 

Thy  fweet  forgiving  love. 

3  Siiort  of  thy  love  I  would  not  flop, 
A  ilranger  to  the  gofpel  hope, 

The  fenfe  of  fin  forgiv'n  :    ^ 
I  wquld  not,  Lord,  my  foul  deceive^    . 
V/ithout  thy  inward  wilnefs  live. 

That  aattpaii  of  hcav'ii,   - 
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If  now  the  witnefs  were  in  me, 
WouM  he  not  teftify  of  thee, 

In  Jefus  reconcil'd  ? 
And  ihould  I  not  with  faith  draw  nigh, 
And  boldly,  Abba,  Father,  cry,  j 

I  know  myfelf  thy  child  ? 
Ah  !    never  let  thy  fervant  reft. 
Till  of  my  part  in  Chrift  pofTefs^d, 

I  on  thy  mercy  feed  : 
Unworthy  of  the  crumbs  that  fall. 
Yet  raisM  by  him  who  dy'd  for  all. 

To  eat  the  children's  bread. 
Whate'er  obilrufts  thy  pard'ning  love, 
Or  fin,  or  righteoufnefs,  remove. 

Thy  glory  to  difplay  : 
Mine  heart  of  unbelief  convince. 
And  now  abfolve  me  from  my  fins, 

And  take  them  all  away. 

HYMN     CXIII.     L.  M. 

MY  hope,  my  All,  m)   Saviour  thou. 
To  thee,  lo  !    now  my  foul  I  bow  : 
1  feel  the  blifs  thy  wounds  impart, 
I  find  thee.  Saviour,  in  m.y  heart. 
Be  thou  my  ilrength,  be  thou  my  wny, 
Protect  me  through  my  life's  fhort  c-.y  j 
In  all  my  afts  may  vvifdom  guide. 
And  keep  wi,  S.iv'our,  near  thy  fide, 
Ci-necl,  reprove, ,  and  comfort  me  ; 
As  I  have  need,  my  Saviour  be  : 
And  'S  1  would  from  thee  depart, 
Then  clafp  nie,  Saviour,  to  thy  be^rj.. 
K  a 
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4  In  fierce  temptation's  darkeft  hour, 
Save  me  from  fin  and  Satan*s  pow'r ; 
Tear  every  idol  from  thy  throne, 
And  reign,  my  Saviour — reign  alone, 

5  My  fufF'ring  time  fhall  (oon  be  o'er, 
Then  fhall  I  figh  and  weep  no  more  : 
My  ranforp'd  foul  fhall  foar  away, 
To  fing  thy  praife  in  endlefs  day. 

HYMN    CXIV.     C.  M. 

1  T  E  S  U  S,    the  all-fuftaining  Word, 
J     My  fallen  fpirit's  hope. 

After  thy  lovely  likenefs.  Lord, 
O  when  /hall  I  wake  up  ? 

2  Thou,  O  my  God,  thou  only  art 

The  life,  the  truth,  the  way  ; 
Quicken  my  foul,  inilru6t  my  heart. 
My  fiajcing  f^otfteps  ftay, 

3  Of  all  tpou  haft  in  earth  t>clow, 

In  heav'n  above  to  give, 
Give  me  thine  only  felf  to  know, 
in  thee  to  walk  and  Hve. 

4  Fill  me  with  all  the  life  of  love, 

In  myftic  union  join 
Me  to  thyfelf,  and  let  me  prove 
The  fcitovyfiiip  divine. 

5  Open  the  intercourfe  between 

My  longing  foul  and  thee. 
Never  to  be  broke  off 
Trough  all  eternity. 
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HYMN    CXV.     C.  M. 

HOW    vain  are  all  things  here  beloAV, 
How  faJft,  and  yet  how  fair !, 
Each  pleafure  hath  its  poifon  too, 
And  ev'ry  fweet  a  fnare. 

2  The  brighteft  things  below  the  fky 

Give  but  a  flatt'ring  light; 
We  fhould  fufpe6l  fome  danger  nigh,, 
Where  we  pofTefs  xlelight. 

3  Our  deareft  joys,  and  neareft  friends, 

The  partners  of  our  blood, 
How  they  divide  our  wav'ring  minds, 
And  leave  but  half  for  God! 

4  The  fondnefs  of  a  creature's  love. 

How  ftrong  it  ftrikes  the  f^nfe  ! 
Thither  the  warm  affeftions  move, 
Nor  can  we  call  them  thence. 

5  Dear  Saviour,,  let  th.y  beauties  be 

My  foul's  eternal  food  ; 
And  grace  command  my  heart  away 
From  all  created  good. 

HYMN     CXVI.     PaJfwrH 

I  A    L  L  ye  that  pafs  by, 

jT'i.   To  Jefus  draw  nigh  ; 
10  you  is  it  nothing  that  Jefus Tnould  dis.i 
Your  ranfom  and  peace, 
■   Your  furety  he  is. 
Come  fee  if  th^re  ever  vras  forrow  like  his. 
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z       For  what  you  have  done^ 

His  blood  muft  atone  ; 
The  Father  hath  punifli'd  for  you  his  dear  Son. 

The  Lord,  in  the  day 

Of  his  anger,  did  lay 
Your  fins  on  the  Lamb,  and  he  bore  them  away. 

3  He  anfwer'd  for  all, 
O  come  at  his  call. 

And  low  at  his  crofs  with  aftonifhment  fall. 

But  life  up  your  eyes 

At  Jefuo's  cries, 
ImpafTive  he  fufFcrs,  immortdl  l.e  dies. 

4  He  dies  to  atone 

For  fins  not  his  own  ,  [done. 

Your  debt  he  hath  paid,  and  your  work  he  hath 

i  e  all  may  receive 

I'he  peace  he  did  leave, 
V7ho  made  intercefiion,  "  My  Father,  forg-Ivc.'' 

5  For  you  and  for  m; 
He  pray'd  on  the  tree  ; 

His  prayer  is  accepted,  the  fmncr  is  free. 

The  linner  am  I, 

Who  on  jefas  rely. 
And  come  for  the  pardon  God  cannot  deny, 

6  My  pardon  I  claim, 
For  a  finner  I  am, 

A  Tinner  believing  in  Jefus's  name. 

K'.'  purchased  the  grace, 

V/hicL  T\'i(-^  I  embrace  ; 
O  Father,  thouknow'il  he  hath  dv'din  my  place. 
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7      '  His  death  is  my  plea, 

My  advocate  fee,  [me  : 

And  hear  the  blood  fpeak  that  hath  anfwei'd  for 
Acquitted  1  was 
When  he  bled  on  the  crofs, 

And  by  loiing  his  life  iie  hath  carry'd  my  caufe. 

HYMN    CXVn.     L.  M. 

I    ^  XT  HEN,  gracious  Lord,  when  fliall  it  be, 

V  V      That  I  (hall  find  my  all  in  thee  ? 
The  fulnefs  of  thy  promife  prove, 

The  feal  of  thine  eternal  love  ? 

%  A  poor  blind  child  I  wander  here, 
If  haply  I  may  feel  thee  near  : 

0  dark  !   dark  !   dark  !    I  ftill  muit  fay, 
Amidft  the  blaze  of  gofpel-day. 

3  Thee,  only  thee  I  fain  would  find, 
And  en  ft  the  world  and  flefii  behind  : 
Thou,  only  tiiou  to  me  be  giv'n. 
Of  all  thou  haft  in  earth  or  heav'n. 

4  When  from  the  arm  of  flefh  fet  free, 
Jcfu,  ray  foul  ftiall  fly  to  thee  : 
Jefu,  when  I  have  loft  my  ail, 

1  (hall  upon  thy  bofom  fall, 

HYMN    CXVni.     L.  M. 

I    "\  7^  7"  Horn  man  forfakes  tliou  wilt  not  leave, 

V  V    •  '^  eady  the  outcafts  to  receive  \ 
T'aour^vorks  ,y  fimpknefs  I  own, 
And  c  as- the  filts  to  thee  are  known. 
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2  Ah  !   v/herefore  did  I  ever  doubt  ? 
Thou  wilt  in  no  wife  caft  me  out, 
An  lielplefs  foul  that  comes  to  thee, 
With  only  fin  and  mifery. 

3  Lord,  I  am  fick,  my  ficknefs  cure  : 
I  want,  do  thou  enrich  the  poor : 
Under  thy  mighty  hand  I  (loop  ; 

O  lift  the  aBjed  finner  up  ! 

4  Lord,   I  am  blind,  be  thou  my  fight ! 
Lord,  I  am  weak,  be  thou  my  might  I 
A  helper  of  the  lielplefs  be, 

And  let  me  find  my  all  in  thee  ! 

HYMN    CXIX.     C.  M. 

1  T  E  S  U  S,    Pvedeemer  of  mankind, 
J     Difplay  thy  faving  pow'r  ; 
Thy  mercy  let  thefe  our-cafts  find, 

And  know  their  gracious  hour. 

2  A]\\   give  them,  Lord^  a  longer  fpacc, 

Nor  fuddenly  confume  ; 
But  let  them  take  the  proffer'd  grace. 
And  flee  the  wrath  to  eome. 

3  O  wouldft  thou  caft  a  pitying  look 

(All  goodnefs  as  thou  art) 
Like  that  which  f^iithlcfs  Peter^s  broke, 
On  each  obdurate  heart ! 

4  Who  thee  beneath  their  feet  havr  trod. 

And  crucify'd  afrefti, 
Touch  with  thine  all-viitorio.je  ;      ^'^* 
And  turn  the  iloue  to  flcf|)  dv*din 
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5  Open  their  eyes,  and  ears,  to  fee 

Thy  crofs,  to  hear  thy  cries  : 
Sinner,  thy  Saviour  weeps  for  thee, 
For  thee  he  weeps  and  dies. 

6  All  the  day  long  he  meekly  (lands 

His  rebels  to  receive. 
And  fliews  his  wounds,  and  fpreads  his  handsij 
And  bids  you  turn  and  live. 

Turn,  and  your  fins  of  deeped  die 

He  will  with  blood  efface  ; 
Even  now  he  waits  the  blood  t*  apply, 

Be  fav*d,  be  fav*d  by  grace. 

Be  fav'd  fronrj  hell,  from  fin  and  fear ; 

He  fpeaks  you  now  forgiv'n  ; 
Walk  before  God,  be  perfect  here. 

And  then  come  up  to  heav'n. 

H  Y  M  N     CXX.     112//.  Pfalm. 

OGOD  of  good,  the  unfathom'd  fta, 
Who  would  not  give  his  heart  to  thee! 
Who  would  not  love  thee  with  his  might, 
O  Jefu,  lover  of  mankind  ? 
"Who  would  not  his  whole  foul  and  mind. 
With  all  his  ftrength  to  thee  unite  ? 

Thou  fiiin'ft  with  everlafling  rays  ; 
Before  the  unfufferable  blaze, 

Angels  with  both  wings  veil  their  eycs^ 
Yet.  free  as  air  thy  bounty  ftrtams 
On  ali  tliy  works  :  thy  mfrcy's  beams 

DidnrTvc  a&the  fur*-^     •"■•*'"'■ 
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3  Ailonifh'd  at  thy  frowning  brow, 

Earth,  hell,  and  heav'n's  llrong  pillars  boiv, 

Terrible  majefly  is  thine  ! 
Who  then  can  that  vail  love  exprefs, 
Which  bows  thee  down  to  me,  who  lefs 

Than  nothing  am,  till  thou  art  mine  ! 

4  High  thronM  on  heav'n^s  eternal  hill. 
In  number,  weight,  and  meafure  ftill, 

Thou  fweetly  order'ft  all  that  is  : 
And  yet  thou  deign'ft  to  come  to  me. 
And  guide  my  fteps,  that  I  with  thee 

Enthron'd  may  reign  in  endlefs  blifs. 

HYMN     CXXI.      Pqffion. 

1  ^"X    JESUS,  my  reft, 
V.J^    How  unfpeakably  bleft 

Is  the  hnner  that  comes  to  be  hid  in  thy  breaft ! 

2  I  come  at  thy  call, 
At  thy  feet  do  I  fall. 

And  believe  and  confefs  thee  my'God  and  my  All. 

3  Thou  art  Mary's  good  part. 
The  thing  needful  thou  art. 

The  defire  of  my  eyes,  and  the  joy  of  my  heart. 

4  My  comfort  and  ftay, 
My  life  and  m,y  way, 

My  crown  of  rejoicing  in  that  happy  day. 

5  Health,  pardon,  and  peace 
In  thee  I  poflefs ; 

J.  can  have  nothing  more,  I  vi^ill  have  nothing  lefs. 
•  6   I  (land  in  thy  might, 
I  walk  in  tliy  light. 
And  all  heaven  T  claim  in  thy  Gcd-glving  rlghi 
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HYMN    CXXII.     L.  M. 

For  more  Labourers. 

1  T  E  S  U,  thy  wand'ring  fheep  behold  ! 
J    See,  Lord,  with  yearning  bowels  fee, 
Yoof  fouls  that  cannot  find  the  fold, 

Till  fought  and  gather'd  in  by  thee. 

2  Loft  are  they  now,  and  fcatter'd  wide, 

In  pain,  and  wearinefs,  and  want ; 
With  no  kind  Shepherd  near  to  guide 
The  fick,  and  fpiritlefs,  and  faint. 

3  Thou,  only  thou,  the  kind  and  good, 

And  fheep-rcdccming  Shepherd  art  ; 
Collect  thy  flock,  and  give  them  food, 
And  paftors  after  thine  own  heart. 

4  Q\v^  the  pure  word  of  general  grace, 
And  great  (liall  be  the  preachers'  crowd  ? 

Preachers  who  all  the  finful  race, 
Point  to  the  all-atoning  blood. 

5  Open  their  mouth  and  utterance  give, 
Give  them  a  trumpet-voice  to  call 

A  world,  who  all  may  turn  and  live, 
Through  faith  in  him  who  dy*d  for  all. 

6  In  every  meflenger  reveal 
The  grace  they  preach  divinely  free  ; 

That  each  may  by  thy  Spirit  tell, 
"  He  dy*d  for  all  who  dy'd  for  me." 

A  double  portion  from  above 

Of  that  all-qulck*ning  Spirit  impart  ; 

Shed  forth  thine  univcrfal  love 
In  cv'rv  fViithfal  Paftor's  henr^. 
L 
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8  Thy  only  glory  let  them  feek, 

O  let  their  hearts  vAth  love  o'erfiow ; 
Let  them  believe,  and  therefore  fpeak, 
And  fpread  thy  mercy's  praife  below. 

HYMN    CXXIII.     S.  M. 

Nativity-Hymn, 

1  'pATHER,    our  hearts  we  lift 
X^     up  to  thy  gracious  throne, 

,  And  thank  thee  for  the  precious  gift 
Of  thine  incarnate  Son  j 
The  gift  un  fpeak  able 
We  thankfully  receive, 
And  to  the  world  thy  goodnefs  tell. 
And  to  thy  glory  live. 

2  Jefus  the  holy  child 
Doth  by  his  birth  declare, 

That  God  and  man  are  reconcll'u, 

And  one  in  him  we  are  : 

Salvation  through  his  name 

To  all  mankind  is  given, 
And  loud  his  infant-cries  proclaim, 

A  peace  *twlxt  earth  and  heaven. 

3  A  pence  on  earth  he  brings. 
Which  never  move  Ihall  end : 

The  Lord  of  hofts,  the  King  of  king-'. 
Declares  hirrifelf  our  friend  : 
AfTun.-:    :ur  flcfh  and  blood. 
That  ^\e  h'e  Spirit  may  gain  : 

Tlie  everl?.fting  Son  of  God, 
The  mort?.I  Son  of  man. 
/J.       His  kiiigdom  from  above 
He  doth  to  us  impart, 
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And  pure  b&aevolence  and  lov^: 
Overflow  the  faithful  heart : 
Chang'd  iii  a  moment,  we 
♦         The  fweet  attra6lion  find, 
With  opvfn  arms  of  charity- 
Embracing  all  mankind. 

5       O  might  they  all  receive 

The  new-born  Prince  of  Peace, 
And  meekly  in  his  fpirit  live. 
And  in  his  love  increafe ! 
Till  he  convey  us  home, 
Cry  ev'ry  foul  aloud, 
Conje,  thou  defire  of  nations,  coni.e, 
And  take  us  up  to  God. 

HYMN    CXXIV.     S.  M. 

For  more  Lahjurers. 

1  X     O  R  D  of  the  harveft,  hear 

\.  J   Thy  needy  fer%-ants'  cry, 
Anfwer  our  faith's  effedual  pray'r, 
And  all  OUF  wants  fupply. 

2  On  thee  we  humbly  wait, 

Our  wants  are  in  thy  view : 
The  harveft,  truly,  Lord,  is  great. 
The  labourers  are  few, 

3  Convert  and  fend  forth  more 

Into  thy  church  abroad. 
And  let  them  fpeak  thy  word  of  pow'r 
As  workers  with  their  God. 

4  Give  the  pure  gofpel-word. 

The  Vv'ord  of  gen'ral  grace  ; 
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There  kt  them  preach  the  common  Lord, 
Saviour  of  human  race. 
5   O  let  them  fprcad  thy  name, 
Their  mlffion  fully  prove, 
Thy  univerfal  grace  proclaim. 
Thine  all-redeeming  love. 

HYMN    CXXV.    L.  M. 

For  afuk  Per/on. 

1  O  E  E,  gracious  Lord  with  pitying  eyes, 
k3    Beneath  thy  hand  a  fufFerer  lies. 
Thy  mercy,  not  thine  anger,  proves ; 
And  fick  is  he  whom  Jefus  loves. 

2  His  to  thine  own  affliftions  join. 
Accept,  exalt,  and  call  them  thine  : 
Thy  paffion  which  remains  fulfil, 
And  fufFer  in  thy  members  ftill. 

3  His  ficknefs  feel,  endure  his  pain, 
His  burden  bear,  his  crofs  fuilain  ; 
Grieve  m  his  griefs,  and  figh  his  fighs. 
And  breathe  his  wifties  to  the  fkies. 

4  Enter  his  heart,  poflefs  him  whole, 
Infpire  and  actuate  bis  foul ; 
Himfelf  no  longer  let  it  be. 

That  fuffers,  or  that  lives,  but  thee. 

5  Thyfelf  through  fufferings  perfe6l  made. 
Conform  him  thus  to  thee  his  head ; 
Refine,  and  raife  his  virtue  higher. 
When  try'd  and  purify'd  by  fire. 

6  So  when  his  eyes  behold  thee  near. 
And  thou  his  hidden  life  appear  ; 
Bright  in  thy  likenefs  fhall  he  fhine, 
And  glorious  all,  and  all  divine. 


REJOICING.  123 

REJOICING. 

HYMN    CXXVI.     S.  M. 

1  /^  O  M  E,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 
V^  And  let  your  joys  be  known  ; 
Join  in  a  fong  with  fweet  accord. 

While  ye  furround  his  throne  ; 
Let  thofe  refufe  to  fing 

Who  never  knew  our  God  ; 
But  fervants  of  the  heav'nly  King 
May  fpeak  their  joys  abroad. 

2  The  God  that  rules  on  high, 

That  all  the  earth  furveys. 
That  rides  upon  the  ftormy  flcy, 

And  calms  the  roaring  feas  : 
This  awful  God  is  ours. 

Our  Father  and  our  Love  : 
He  will  fend  down  his  heav'nly  pow'rs 

To  carry  us  above. 

5  There  we  fhall  fee  his  face, 
And  nev^,  never  fin  ! 
There,  from  t'fefe  rivers  of  his  grace. 
Drink  endlefs  pleafures  in  : 
Yea,  and  before  we  rife 
To  that  immt  rtal  ftate. 
The  thoughts  cf  fuch  annazing  blifp 
Should  confta:  t  jovs  create. 

4  The  men  of  grace  have  fuund 
Glory  begun  below  : 
Celeftial  fruit  on  earthly  ground 

From  faith  and  hope  may  grow  ; 
L  2 
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Then  let  our  fongs  abound, 
And  ev'ry  te-ar  be  dry  ; 
We're  marching  through  Immanuel's  ground! 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

H  Y  M  N    CXXVII.    L.  M. 

1  T  T  A  PPY  the  man  that  finds  the  grace, 
XjL   The  blelfing  of  God's  chofen  race, 

.    The  wifdom  coming  from  above, 
The  faith  that  fweetly  works  by  love. 

2  Happy  beyond  defcription  he, 
Who  knows  the  Saviour  dy'd  for  me, 
The  gift  unfpeakable  obtains, 
And  heav'nly  underftanding  gains. 

3  Wifdom  divine  !  Who  tells  the  price 
Of  wifdom's  coftly  merchandife  i 
Wifdom  to  filver  we  prefer, 
And  gold  is  drofs  compar'd  to  her. 

4  Her  hands  are  fill'd  with  length  of  day?^ 
True  riches  and  immortal  praife  : 
Riches  of  Chrift  on  all  beilow'd, 
And  honour  that  defcends  from  God. 

5  To  pureft  joys  (he  all  invites, 
Ohalle,  holy,  fpiritual  delights  ; 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pieafantnefs. 
And  all  her  flow'ry  paths  are  peace, 

6  Happy  the  man  who  wifdom  gains ; 
Thrice  happy  who  his  gueft  retains  ; 
He  owns,  and  fliall  for  ever  own, 
WiklQ'mj  and  Chrift,  an^  heav'n  are  one. 
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HYMN    CXXVIII.     C.  M. 

1  TTAPPY  the  fouls  to  Jefusjoln'd, 
XjL    And  fav'd  by  grace  alone  ; 
Walking  in  all  his  ways,  they  find 

Their  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

2  The  church  triumphant  in  thy  love, 

Their  mighty  joys  we  know  ; 
They  fing  the  Lamb  in  hymns  above, 
And  we  in  hymns  below. 

3  Thee  in  thy  glorious  realm  they  praile, 

And  bow  before  thy  throne  ! 
We  in  the  kingdom  of  thy  grace  ; 
The  kingdoms  are  but  one. 

4  The  holy  to  the  holi^il  leads  ; 

From  thence  our  fpirits  rife  ; 

And  he  that  in  thy  ftatutes  treads, 

Shall  meet  thee  in  the  fliies. 

HYMN    CXXIX.     Mifs  Edivins. 

1  TT  E  T  earth  and  heav'ii  agree, 
JL-«  Angels  and  men  be  join'd, 
To  cclebi-ate  with  me 

The  Saviour  of  mankind  : 
T*  adore  the  all-atoning  Lamb, 
And  blefs  the  found  of  Jefu's  name;. 

2  Jefus  !  ti-anfporting  found  ! 

The  jay  of  earth  and  heav'n  ; 
No  other  help  is  found, 

No  other  name  is  giv'n, 
By  which  we  tan  falvation  have, 
E«t  Jeiiis  ca;ne  ihe  world  to  fa^5t. 
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3  Jefus  t  harmonious  name  ! 

It  charms  the  hofts  above ; 
They  evermore  proclaim, 

And  v/onder  at  his  love : 
*Tis  all  their  happinefs  to  gaze, 
'Tis  heav'n  to  fee  our  Jefu's  face. 

4  His  name  the  finner  hears. 

And  is  from  fm  fet  free; 
'Tis  mufic  in  his  ears ; 

'Tis  Hfe  and  viftory  ; 
Kew  fongs  do  now  his  h'ps  employ^ 
And  dances  his  glad  heart  for  joy. 

5  Stung  by  the  fcorpion  fm. 

My  poor  expiring  foul 
The  balmly  found  drinks  in, 

A  nd  is  at  once  made  whole ; 
See  there,  my  Lord  upon  the  tree  ! 
I  hear,  I  feel  he  dy'd  for  me*, 

6  O  unexamplM  love  ! 

O  all-redeeming  grace  ! 
How  fvviftly  d'cid  thou  move 

To  fave  a  fallen  race ; 
What  fiiali  I  do  to  make  it  known, 
What  thou  for  all  mankind  hall  done  ? 

7  O  for  a  trumpet-voice, 

On  all  the  world  to  call ; 
To  bid  their  hearts  rejoice 

In  him  who  dy'd  for  all ! 
For  all  my  Lord  was  crucify'd  ! 
For  all,  for  all.r^y  Savipur  dy'd  ! 


8       To  ferve  thy  blefled  will, 

Thy  dying  love  to  praife, 
Thy  coiinfel  to  fulfil, 
And  minlfter  thy  grace. 
Freely  what  I  receive  to  give, 
The  life  of  heav'n  on  earth  I  live. 

HYMN     CXXX.     Fonmon, 

1  A    RISE,  my  foul,  arife, 
XJL   Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears, 

The  bleeding  Sacrifice 
In  my  behalf  appears  ; 
Before  the  throne  my  furety  (lands  : 
My  name  is  written  on  his  hands. 

2  He  ever  lives  above 

For  me  to  intercede  ; 
His  all-redeeming  love. 

His  precious  blood  to  plead  ; 
His  blood  aton'd  for  all  our  race, 
And  fprlnkles  nov/  the  throne  of  grace. 

3  Five  bleeding  wounds  he  bears. 

Received  on  Calvary  : 
They  pour  effeilual  pray'rs, 
They  flrongly  fpeak  for  me  : 
Forgive  him,  O  forgive,  they  cry  1 
Nor  let  that  ranfom'd  finner  die. 

4  The  Father  hears  him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  one  ; 
He  cannot  turn  away 

The  prefence  of  his  Son  : 
His  Spirit  anfwers  to  the  blood. 
And  tells  |x^  1  am  born  cf  Go<i. 
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5       My  God  18  reconcll'd, 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear  ; 
He  owns  me  for  his  child, 
I  can  no  longer  fear  ; 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And  Father,  Abba  Father  !   ciy. 

H  Y  M  N    CXXXI.     FcJfiGn. 

Y  God  I  am  thine, 
What  a  comfort  divine  ! 
What  a  bleffing  to  know  that  my  Jefus  is  mine  \ 
In  the  heavenly  Lamb 
Thrice  happy  I  am,  (name. 

And  my  heart  doth  rejoice  at  the  found  of  his 

2  True  pleafures  abound 
In  the  rapturous  found  ; 

And  v/hoever  hath  found  it,  hath  paradife  found. 

My  Jefus  to  knovv'. 

And  feel  his  blood  flow, 
'Tis  life  everlafting,  'tis  heav'n  below  ! 

3  Yet  onward  I  hafte 
To  the  heav'nly  feaft  ; 

That,  that  is  the  fulnefs  ;  but  this  is  the  tafte  ; 

And  this  I  (hall  prove. 

Till  with  joy  I  remove 
To  the  heaven  of  heavens  in  Jefus's  love. 

HYMN    CXXXn.    C.  M. 

J    ^  i  '  H  Y  ceafelefs,  unexhauiled  love^ 
JL      Unmerited  and  free. 
Delights  our  evil  to  remove, 
And  helo  our  miferv. 
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2  Thou  waiteil  to  be  gracious  flill  ; 

TIiou  doft  with  finners  bear, 
That  favM,  we  may  thy  goodnefs  feel, 
And  all  thy  grace  declare. 

3  Thy  goodnefs  and  thy  truth  to  me, 

To  ev'ry  foul  abound  ; 
A  vaft,  unfathomable  fea, 

Where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown*d. 

4  Its  ftreams  the  whole  creation  reach, 

So  pknt'ous  is  the  ftore  ; 
Enough  for  all,  enough  for  each, 
Enough  for  evermore  ! 

5  Faithful,  O  Lord,  thy  mercies  are, 

A  rock  that  cannot  move  j 
A  thoufand  promifes  declare 
Thy  conftancy  of  love  ! 

6  Throughout  the  univerfe  it  reigns. 

Unalterably  fure  ; 
And  while  the  truth  of  God  remains. 
His  goodnefs  mull  endure. 

H  Y  M  N     CXXXIII.      PortfnwutL 

1  TJ   E  J  O  I  C  E,  the  Lord  is  King, 
X\.    Your  Lord  and  King  adore  ; 
Mortals,  give  thanks  and  fmg, 

And  triumph  evermore  : 
Lift  up  your  hearts,  lift  up  your  voice, 
Rejoice,  again  I  fay,  rejoice  ! 

2  Jefus  the  Saviour  reigns, 

The  God  of  truth  and  love. 
When  he  had  purg'd  our  ftains, 
He  took  hio  feat  above  : 
Lift  up,  cLc.  " 


130  REJOICING. 

3  His  kingdom  cannot  fail, 

He  rules  o'er  earth  and  heav*n  : 
The  keys  of  death  and  hell 

Are  to  our  Jefus  giv'n  : 
Lift  up,   &c. 

4  He  fits  at  God's  right-hand, 

Till  all  his  foes  fubmit  : 
And  bow  to  his  command. 

And  fall  beneath  his  feet : 
Lift  up,  &c. 

5  He  all  his  foes  (hail  quell, 

Shall  all  our  lirs  deftroy  ; 
And  ev'ry  bofom  fwell 

With  pure  feraphic  joy  : 
Lift  up,  &c. 

6  Rejoice  in  glorious  hope, 

Jefus  the  Judge  faall  come  ; 
And  take  his  fervants  up 

To  their  eternal  home. 
We  foon  fhall  hear  th'  archangel's  voice. 
The  trump  of  God  (hall  found,  Rejoice  I 

HYMN    CXXXIV.     Pajfmn, 


o 


TELL  me  no  more 
Of  this  world's  vain  llore. 
The  time  for  fuch  trifles  with  me  now  is  o'er; 

A  country  I've  found. 
Where  true  joys  abound. 
To  dwell  I'm  determin'd  on  that  happy  grciir:d 
2 '      The  fouis  that  believe. 
In  paradife  live,      ,^ 
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My  foul  don't  delay, 
He  calls  thee  away, 
Rife,  follow  thy  Sciviour,  and  blefs  the  glad  day. 

3  No  mortal  doth  know 

What  he  can  beftow,  [go  : 

What  light,  llrength,  and  comfort,  go  after  him, 

Lo,  onward  I  move 

To  a  country  above,  [prove. 

None  guefles  how  wond'rous  my  journey  will 

4  Great  fpoils  I  (hall  win. 
From  death,  hell,  and  fin, 

'Midft  outward  affiiaions  Ihall  fed  Chrifl  within  : 

And  when  I'm  to  die, 

Receive  m.e,  I'll  ciy. 
For  Jefus  hath  lov'd  me,  I  cannot  tell  why. 

5  But  this  I  do  find. 
We  two  are  fo  join'd, 

Kt'il  not  live  in  glory,  and  leave  n-e  behind  : 

So  this  is  the  race, 

I'm  running  thro'  grace. 
Henceforth  till  admitted  to  fee  my  Lord's  face, 

6  And  now  I'm  in  care. 

My  neighbours  may  fliare  [dare  i 

Thefe  bleifings  ;  to  feek  them  will  none  of  you 
In  bondage,  O  why, 
And  death  will  you  lie, 
Wlienione  here  affures  you  free  grace  is  fo  ni^;a  ' 

HYMN    CXXXV.     S.  M. 
I  A    ^  ^  ""''"^^  ^^'^^  body  die, 

Jr\.   This  well-wrought  frame  detay  ' 
A. id  mud  thefe  acflive  liiribs  of  mine 
i.ie  rr.o^l4'ring  in  the  chiy  ? 
M 
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2  Corruption,  earth,  and  wormsj 

Shall  but  refine  this  flefh, 
Till  my  triumphant  fpirit  comes 
To  put  it  on  afrefh. 

3  God  my  Redeemer  lives, 

And  ever  from  the  ilcies 
Looks  down,  and  v/atches  all  my  duft. 
Till  he  fhall  bid  it  rife. 

4  Array'd  in  glorious  grace 

Shall  thefe  vile  bodies  fliine, 
And  ev'ry  {hape,  and  ev'ry  face, 
Be  heavenly  and  divine. 

5  Thefe  lively  hopes  we  owe, 

Lord,  to  thy  dying  love  ; 
O  may  we  blefs  thy  grace  below, 
And  fing  thy  grace  above. 

6  Saviour,  accept  the  praife 

Of  thefe  our  humble  fongs. 
Till  tunes  of  nobler  founds  we  raife 
With  our  immortal  tongues. 

HYMN     CXXXVL     L.  M. 

1  T  TE  dies,  the  friend  of  fmners  dies  ! 
JLI    Lo  !   Salem*s  daughters  v/eep  around  ; 
A  folemn  darknefs  veils  the  flcies  ! 

A  fudden  trembling  fhakes  the  ground  ! 
Come,  faints,  and  drop  a  tear  or  two 

For  him  who  groan'd  beneath  your  load  r 
He  flfled  a  thoufand  drops  for  you, 

A  thoufand  drops  of  richer  blocd. 

2  Here's  love  and  grief  beyond  degree^ 

The  Lord  of  glory  dies  for  man  ' 
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Bat  lo  !   what  fudden  joys  we  fee, 

Jefus,  the  dead,  revives  again  ! 
The  riling  God  forfakes  the  tomb  : 

(In  vain  the  tomb  forbids  his  rife) 
Cherubic  legions  guard  him  home. 

And  (hout  him  welcome  to  the  lides, 

3  Break  off  your  tears,  ye  faints,  and  tell 

How  higli  your  great  Deliverer  reigns  ; 
Sing  how  he  fpoil'd  the  hofts  of  hell. 

And  led  the  monfter  death  in  chains  ! 
Say,  •'  Live  for  ever,  wond'rous  King  ! 

"  Born  to  redeem,  and  ftrong  to  fave  V 
Then  aflc  the  monger — "  Where's  thy  lling  I 

**  And  where's  thy  vi{^'ry,  boafting  grave  !" 

HYMN    CXXXVn.     C.  M. 

1  "Ty  LUNG'D  in  a  gulf  of  dark  defpair, 

I       We  wretched  finners  lay. 
Without  one  cheering  beam  of  hope, 
Or  fpark  of  glimm'rlng  day. 

2  With  pitying  eyes  the  Priiice  of  gi-ace 

Beheld  our  helplefs  gficf  : 
He  faw,  and  (O  amazing  love!) 
He  ran  to  our  relief. 

3  Down  from  the  fhining  feats  above 

With  joyful  hafte  he  fled  ; 
EnterM  the  grave  in  mortal  flefh, 
And  dwelt  aiViOng  the  dead. 

4.  O  !   for  this  love,  let  rocks  and  hills 
Thf.ir  lafling  filence  break, 
And  all  harmonious  humzin  tongues 
Tlii"  .5?ivicur*s  praifes  fpeak. 
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5  Angels,  affift  our  mighty  joy?, 
Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold  ; 
But  when  you  raife  your  highell  notes, 
His  love  can  ne'er  be  told. 

HYMN    CXXXVni.     C.  M. 

1  1\/T  Y  God,  the  fpring  of  all  my  joys, 
xVX    The  life  of  my  delights, 

The  glory  or  my  brighteft  days, 
And  comfort  of  my  nights. 

2  In  darkefl:  fhades  if  thou  appear, 

My  dawning  is  begun  ; 
Thou  art  my  fours  bright  morning-ftar, 
And  thou  my  rifing-fun. 

3  The  opening  heavens  around  me  ftiine 

With  beams  of  facred  blifs, 
If  Jefus  fhews  his  mercy  mine, 
And  whifpers  I  am  his. 

1  My  foul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 
At  that  tranfporting  word, 
Run  up  with  joy  the  fhining  way, 
To  fee  and  praife  my  Lord. 

5   Fearlefs  of  hell,  and  ghaftly  death, 
I'd  break  through  every  foe  ; 
The  wings  of  love,  and  arms  of  faith, 
Would  bear  me  conqu'ror  throug);. 

H  Y  M  N     CXXXIX.     C.  M, 
1    *r     E  T  ev'ry  tongue  thy  goodricfs  fpeak 
It  J    Thou  Sov'reign  Lord  of  all ; 
Thy  ftrength'ning  hands  uphold  tUe  p   :> 
And  raife  the  poor  that  hlh 
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2  When  forrows  bow  the  fpirit  down, 

When  virtue  lies  diilrciVd 
Beneath  the  proud  oppreflbr's  frown, 
Thou  givTt  the  mourner  ii-eli:. 

3  Thou  know*(l  the  pains  thy  fervants  feel  j 

Thou  heai-'ft  thy  children's  cry, 
And  their  beft  wifhes  to  fulfil 
Thy  grace  is  ever  nigh. 

4  Thy  mercy  never  (hall  remove 

From  men  of  heart  fmcere  : 
Thou  fav'lt  the  fouls  whofe  humble  love 
Is  join'd  with  holy  fear. 

5  My  lips  (hall  dwell  upon  thy  praife, 

And  fpread  thy  fame  abroad  ^ 
Let  all  the  fons  of  Adam  raife 
The  honours  of  their  God. 

HYMN    CXL.     C.  M* 

Breathing  after  the  Holy  Spirit. 

COME,  Holy  fpirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  pow'rs, 
Kindle  a  flame  of  facred  love 
In  thefe  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look  bov/  we  grovel  here  below. 

Fond  of  thefe  earthly  toys  ; 
Our  fouls  how  heavily  they  go 
To  reach  eternal  joys  ! 

3  In  vain  v/e  tune  our  formal  fongs, 

III  I'ain  we  ftrive  to  rife  ; 
Hcuiiavja'i  langui(h  on  our  tongues, 
ion  di 
M  2 
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4  Father,  fliall  we  then  ever  live 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
Our  lovr  fo  faint,  fo  cold  to  thee, 
And  thine  to  us  fo  great  ? 

5  Come,  holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove. 

With  all  thy  quick'ning  povs'crs  ; 
Come,   fhed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  fliall  kindle  ours. 


H  Y  M  N    CXLI.     Lovd-:. 

'T"^  H  E  fpacious  firmament  on  higb, 

X      With  .all  the  blue  etherial  fi<y,. 
And  fpangled  heav'ns  (a  rtiining  frame  I) 
Their  great  original  proclaim. 
The  unweary'd  fun  from  day  to  dfiy. 
Doth  his  Creator's  povv'r  difpLiy  : 
And  piibliihes  to  ev'ry  land. 
The  work  of  an  almighty  hand. 

Soon  as  the  ev'ning  fhades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wond'roas  tale, 
And  nightly  to  the  lill'ning  earth 
Repeats  the  {lory  of  her  birth  : 
While  all  the  ftars  that  round  her  hmni 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn. 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  they  roll, 
And  fpread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pule, 

AVhat  though  in  folemn  filence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terreftrlal  ball; 
What  tliough  no  real  voice  nor  found 
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In  reafoii'*s  car  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice, 
For  ever  finging  as  they  (hine, 
**The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 

HYMN.     CXLII.      Chejhunt, 

\    ^  \^  H  E  voice  of  my  beloved  founds, 

X     While  o'er  the  mountain-tops  he  bounds, 
He  flies  exulting  o'er  the  hills, 
And  all  my  foul  with  tranfport  fills  : 
Gently  doth  he  chide  my  ftay, 
*'  Rife,  my  love,  and  come  avi'ay." 

2  The  fcatter'd  clouds  are  fied  at  lafl, 
The  rain  is  gone,  the  winter's  paft, 
The  lovely  vernal  iiow'rs  appear, 
Tiie  warbling  choir  enchants  our  ear ; 

Now,  with  fweetly-penfive  moan, 

Coos  the  turtle  dove  alone. 

HYMN    CXLUI.     SaVif.ury. 

i    "TTAIN,  delufive  world,  adieu, 
V      With  all  of  creature-good, 
Only  Jefis  I  purfue. 

Who  bought  me  with  his  blood  ! 
All  thy  plcafure  I  forego, 

I  trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride  ; 
Only  Jefus  will  I  know, 
And  Jefus  cFucify'd ! 

2   Other  knowledge  I  difdain, 
'Tis  all  but  vanity  : 
Ch.rid,  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  flain. 
He  tailed  death  for  mc  ! 
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Me  to  fave  from  endlefs  woe, 

Tiie  fin-atoning  viftim  dy'd  1 
Only  Jefus  will  1  knew, 

And  Jefus  criicify'd  ! 
3   Here  will  I  fet  up  my  reft, 

My  fludluating  heart 
From  the  haven  of  his  breaft. 

Shall  never  more  depart; 
Whither  fliould  a  finner  go  ? 

His  wounds  for  me  ftand  open  wide  j 
Only  Jefus  will  I  know, 

And  Jefus  crucify 'd  ! 
Him  to  know  is  life  and  peace, 

And  pleafure  without  end  ; 
This  is  all  my  happinefs 

On  Jefus  to  depend  ; 
Daily  in  his  grace  to  grow. 

And  ever  in  his  faith  abide  ; 
Only  Jefus  will  I  know, 

And  Jefus  crucify'd  ! 
O  that  I  could  all  invite, 

This  faving  truth  to  prove  : 
Shew  the  length,  the  breadth,  and  height, 

And  depth  of  Jefu's  love  ! 
Fain  I  would  to  finners  fhow 

The  blood  by  faith  alone  appIyM  1 
Only  Jefus  will  I  know. 

And  Jefus  crucify'd  ! 

H  Y  M  N    CXLIV.     C.  M. 

WITH  joy  we  meditate  the  grace 
Of  our  High-Prieft  above  . 
His  heart  is  made  of  tendernefs. 
His  bowels  melt  with  love- 
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2  TouchM  with  a  fympathy  within, 

He  knows  our  feeble  frame  ; 
He  knows  what  fore  temptations  mean, 
For  he  hath  felt  the  fame. 

3  He,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flefh, 

Pour'd  out  ftrong  cries  and  tears  ; 
And  in  his  meafure  fetls  afreih 
What  cv*ry  member  bears. 

4  He'll  never  quench  the  fmoaking  flax. 

But  raife  it  to  a  flame  ; 
The  bruifed  reed  he  never  breaks, 
Nor  fcorns  the  meaneft  name. 

5  Then  let  our  humble  faith  addrefs 

His  mercy  and  his  pow'r ; 
We  fhall  obtain  deliv'ring  grace 
In  the  diftrefling  hour. 

HYMN    CXLV.     L.  M. 

1  TESUS,   my  All,  to  heav'n  is  gone, 
,J     He  whom  I  fix  my  hopes  upon  : 
His  track  I  fee,  and  I'll  purfue 

The  narrow  way,  till  him  I  view. 

2  The  way  the  holy  prophets  went, 
The  road  that  leads  from  banifhment : 
The  King's  highway  of  holir.efs 

I'll  go,  for  all  his  paths  are  peace. 

3  Thiu  is  the  way  I  long  have  fought, 
And  rfourn'd  becaufe  I  found  ic   net; 
My  grief  a  burden  long  has  been, 
Bocauff  I  was  not  fav'd  from  fm. 
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4  The  more  I  drove  againfl:  Its  powV, 
I  felt  its  weight  and  guilt  the  more, 
Till  late  I  heard  my  Saviour  fay, 
"Come  hither,  foul,  I  am  the  way.'* 

5  Lo  !   glad  I  come  ;  and  thou,  blell  Lamb, 
Shalt  take  me  to  thee,  vi'hofe  I  am  ; 
Nothing  but  fin  I  thee  can  give. 
Nothing  but  love  fhall  I  receive. 

6  Then  will  I  tell  to  finners  round. 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found ; 
I'll  point  to  thy  redeeming  blood, 
And  fay,  "  Behold  the  way  to  God. 

HYMN     CXLVI.     Brockmer's, 

1  "C'ATHER,  how  wide  thy  glories  fhine  !i 
Jl     How  high  thy  wonders  rife  ! 

Known  thro'  the  earth  by  thoufand  figns, 
By  thoufands  through  the  fi<ies. 

Thofe  mighty  orbs  proclaim  thy  pow'r, 
Their  motions  fpcak  thy  fl-clll  : 

And  on  the  wings  of  ev'ry  hour 
We  read  thy  patience  ilill. 

2  Part  of  t'ny  name  divinely  ftands 

On  all  thy  creatures  writ, 
They  fhew  the  labour  of  thy  hands, 

Or  imprcfs  of  thy  feet. 
But  when  we  view" thy  ftrange  dcfign 

To  fave  rebellious  worms, 
Where  vengeance  and  compalTion  join 

In  their  divincil  forms. 

3  Hers  the  whole  Deity  is  known,  * 

Nor  dares  a  creature  gr.el'^ 
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Which  of  the  glories  brighteft  fhone, 

The  juftice  or  the  grace. 
Now  the  full  glories  of  the  Lamb 

Adorn  the  heav'nly  plains, 
Bright  feraphs  learn  Immanuel's  name, 

And  try  their  choiceft  ftrains. 

4  O  may  I  bear  fome  humble  part 

In  that  immortal  fong  ! 
Wonder  and  joy  (hall  tune  my  heart, 

And  love  command  my  tongue. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 

Who'fweetly  all  agree 
To  fave  a  world  of  fmners  loft. 

Eternal  glory  be, 

»        HYMN    CXLVII.    C.  M. 

I    "I\./r  Y  God,  my  portion,  and  my  love, 
JLVX    My  everlafting  All, 
I've  none  but  thee  in  heav'n  above, 
Or  on  this  earthly  ball. 

What  empty  things  are  all  the  fliies, 

And  this  inferior  clod  ? 
There's  nothing  here  deferves  my  joy3^ 

There's  nothing  like  my  God. 

In  vain  the  bright,  the  burning  fun 
Scatters  his  feeble  light :         /> ' 

^Tis  thy  fweet  beams  create  ray  noon  ; 
If  thou  withdraw,   'tis  night. 

And  w'jilll  upon  my  reftkfs  bed 

Among  the  fhades  I  roll, 
If  my  R':de',mer  fnews  his  head, 

'T;-^  morninfj-  with  mv  fouL 
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5  To  thee  we  owe  our  wealth  and  friends. 

And  heahh  and  fafe  abode : 
Thanks  to  thy  name  for  meaner  things, 
But  they  are  not  my  God. 

6  How  vain  a  toy  is  gh'tt'ring  wealth, 

If  once  compar'd  to  thee  ? 
Or  what's  my  fafety  or  my  health, 
Or  all  my  friends  to  me  ? 

7  Were  I  poflefTor  of  the  earth, 

And  calPd  the  liars  my  ow-n  : 
Without  thy  graces,  and  thyfelf, 
I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

8  Let  others  ftretch  their  arms  like  feas, 

And  grafp  in  all  the  fhore. 
Grant  me  the  vifits  of  thy  face, 
And  I  defire  no  more. 

HYMN     CXLVni.     Savannah, 

1  /CHILDREN  of  the  heav'nly  King, 

V_y    As  we  journey  let  us  fing  : 

'Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy  praife, 

Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways  ! 

2  We  are  trav'lling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod  : 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happinefs  fhall  fee. 

3  O  ye  banilh'd  feed  !  be  glad, 
Chriil  our  advocate  is  made  ; 
Us  to  fave,  our  flefh  aflumes, 
Brother  to  our  fouls  becomCvS* 

4  Fear  not  brethren,  joyful  fla.,'. 
On  the  borders  of  our  land  : 
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jeifus  Chrift,  our  Father*s  Son, 
Bids  us  undifmay'd  go  on. 
5  Lord  !   obediently  we'll  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below  ; 
Only  thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  ftiil  will  follow  thee ! 

— <<^«€^^^>  — 
PRAISE. 

HYMN     CXLIX.     Tallis. 

1  f\  What  fhall  I  do  my  Saviour  to  praife  ^.. 
\J  So  faithful  and  true,  fo  plenteous  in  grace ! 
So  ftrong  to  deliver,  fo  good  to  redeem 
The  weakeft  believer  that  hangs  upon  him  ! 

2  How  happy  the  man  whofe  heart  is  fet  free, 
The  people  that  can  be  joyful  in  thee ! 
Their  joy  is  to  walk  in  the  light  of  thy  face^, 
And  ftill  they  are  talking  of  Jefus's  grace. 

3  Their  daily  delight  (hall  be  in  thy  name. 
They  fhall  as  their  right  thy  righteoufnefs  claiin ; 
Thy  righteoufnefs  wearing,   and  cleana'd  by 

thy  blood, 
liold  (hall  they  appear  in  the  prefence  of  God 

4  For  thou  art  their  boaft,  their  glory  and  pow'f. 
And  I  alfo  truft  to  fee  the  glad  hour, 

My  fouPs  new  creation,  a  life  from  the  dead, 
The  day  of  falvatlon  that  lifts  up  my  head. 

5  For  Jeius  my  Lord  is  now  ixiy  defence ; 

I  ti-ult  HI  his  word,  none  phicks  me  from  thencf** 
Sine?  J  have  found  favour,  he  all  things  will  doj 
Mv  King  and  my  Saviour  fhall  make  me  anew. 
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6  Yes,  Lord,  I  fhall  fee  the  blifs  of  thine  cwii, 
Thy  fecret  to  me  fliall  foon  be  made  known ; 
For  forrovv  and  fadnefs  I  joy  fliall  receive. 
And  fhare  in  the  gladnefs  o4all  that  believe. 

HYMN     CL.      ii^th  Pfalm, 

1  T*LL   piaifc  my  Maker  while  I've  breathj 
X    And  when  my  voice  i»  loll  in  death, 

Praife  fliall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs ; 
My  days  of  praife  fliall  ne'er  be  pafl:,  ^^ 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  laiS", 

Or  immortality  endures.  . 

2  Happy  the  man  whofe  hopes  rely 
On  IfraePs  God  ;  he  made  the  ll^y, 

And  earth,  and  feas,  with  all  their  train  s 
His  truth  for  ever  fl;ands  fecurie  ! 
He  favcs  tlr  opprefs'd,  he  feeds  the  poor, 

And  none  fliall  find  his  promife  vain. 

3  The  Lord  pours  eye  fight  on  the  blind ; 
The  Lord  fupports  the  fainting  mind  : 

He  fends  the  lab'ring  confcience  peace ; 
He  helps  the  fl:ranger  in  diftrefs, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs, 

And  grants  the  pris'ner  fweet  releafe, 

4  ril  praife  him  while  he  lends  me  breath. 
And  when  my  voice  is  lofl;  in  death, 

Praife  fhall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs  = 
My  days  of  praife  fliall  ne'er  be  palt. 
While  life,  and  thought,  and  being  \^% 

Of  immortality  endures*' 


PRAISE.  145 

HYMN    CLT.     L.  M. 

PRAISE  ye  the  Lord  !   'tis  good  to  raife 
Your  hearts  and  voic  o  in  his  praife : 
His  nature  and  his  works  i    'ite 
To  make  this  duty  our  deh^.     . 

He  fonu'd  the  ftars,  thofe  he<iv  nly  fiames ; 
He  counts  their  numbers,  calls  their  names,: 
His  wifdom's  vaft,  and  knows  no  bound, 
A  deep  where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown'd! 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  exalt  him  high, 
Who  fpreads  his  clouds  around  the  iky  ; 
There  he  prepares  the  fruitful  rain, 
Nor  lets  the  drops  defeend  in  vala. 

He  makes  the  grafs  the  hills  adorn, 
And  clothes  tlie  fmiling  fidds  with  corn-j 
The  beafts  with  food  hk  hands  fupply, 
And  the  young  ravens  when  they  cry.     r. 

What  i3  the  creature's  flcill  or  force. 
The  fprightly  man  or  warlike  horfe  ? 
The  piercing  wit,  the  aftive  limb  ? 
All  are  too  mean  delights  for  him. 

But  faints  are  lovely  in  his  fight. 
He  views  his  children  with  delight ! 
He  fees  their  hope,  he  knows  their  fear ; 
And  looks  and  loves  his  image  there. 

HYMN    CLII.     L.  M. 
I   TT  O  W  do  thy  mercies  clofe  me  round ! 
JL  X   For  ever  be  thy  name  adoi'd ! 
I  bluili  in  all  things  to  abound ; 
The  fi^rvant,  is  above  his  Lord  ! 
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^  InnurM  to  poverty  and  pain, 

A  fufF'ring  life  my  mafter  led  ; 
The  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  Man, 
He  had  not  were  to  lay  his  head. 

3  But  lo  !   a  place  he  hath  prepar'd 

For  me  whom  watchful  angels  keep  ; 
Yea,  he  himfelf  becomes  my  guard  ; 

He  fmooths  my  bed,  and  gives  me  fleep^ 

^  Jefus  protefts  ;  my  fears,  be  gone  ; 

What  can  the  Rock  of  Ages  move  ? 
Saie  in  thy  arms  I  lay  me  down, 
Thy  everlafting  arms  of  love. 

5  While  thou  art  intimately  nigh. 

Who,  who  fhall  violate  my  reft  ! 

Sin,  earth,  and  hell,  I  now  defy  ; 

I  lean  upon  my  Saviour's  breaft. 

6  I  reft  beneath  th'  Almighty's  Ihade, 

My  griefs  expire,  my  troubles  ceafe  ; 
Thou,  JLord,  on  whom  my  foul  is  ftay'd, 
Wilt  keep  me  ftill  in  perfedl  peace. 

7  Me  for  thine  own  thou  lov'ft  to  take 

In  time  and  in  eternity ; 
Thou  never,  never  wilt  forfake 

A  helplefs  worm  that  trufts  in  tkee. 

HYMN     CLIII.      Pajion. 
I         r^  GOD  of  all  grace, 

\_^    Thy  goodnefs  we  praife  ; 
Thy  Son  thou  haft  given  to  die  in  our  place ; 
With  joy  we  approve 
The  defign  of  thy  love, 
'Tis  a  wonder  on  earth,  and  a  wonder  above. 
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2  Tongue  cannot  explain 
The  love  of  God-man, 

Which  the  angels  defire  to  look  into  in  vain  : 

It  dazzles  our  eyes, 

Thought  cannot  arife. 
To  find  out  a  caufe  why  the  Infinite  dies. 

3  Or  if  pity  inclined 
Him  to  die  for  mankind, 

Xhe  ground  of  his  pity  what  teraph  can  find  I 

He  came  from  above 

Our  curfe  to  remove  ;  [love. 

He  hath  iov'd,  he  hath  lov'd  us,  becaufe  he  would 

4  I.oVe  mov'd  him.  to  die, 

And  on  this  we  rely,  L^^y  • 

He  hath  Iov'd,  he  hath  Iov'd  us,  we  cannot  t^ll 

But  this  we  can  tell, 

He  hath  lovM  us  fo  well. 
As  to  lay  down  his  L'fe  to  redeem  us  from  bejJy, 

5  He  hath  ranfomM  our  race  ; 
O  how  fhall  we  praife, 

Or  worthily  fing  thy  uiifpeakable  grace  ! 

Nothing  elfe  vvill  we  know 

In  our  journey  below. 
But  finging  thy  praife  10  thy  paradife  go. 

6  Nay,  and  when  we  remove 
To  the  rnanfions  above, 

Our  heav'n  fliall  ftill  be  to  fing  of  thy  love; 

When  time  is  no  more, 

Wc  mil  fiiall  adore 
The  Qccan  o£  love  without  bottom  or  {bore. 
N  3 
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7       Ere  long  we  fliall  fly 

To  the  regions  on  high, 

For  Ifrael's  ftrength  cannot  vary  or  lie  | 
He  foon  fliall  appear, 
He  more  than  draws  near, 

Our  Jefus  is  come,  and  eternity^s  here. 

HYMN    CLIV.     L.  M. 

EFOR^  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 
Ye  nations  bow  with  facred  joy  :  ' 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone. 
He  can  create,  and.  he  defliroy. 

2  His  fov'reign  pow'r,  without  our  aid, 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  form'd  us  men  ! 
And  when  like  wand'ring  flieep  we  fl.ray'd. 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again. 

3  We'll  croud  thy  gates  with  thankful  fongs. 

High  33  the  heav'ns  our  voices  raife  : 
And  earth  with  her  ten  thoufand  tongues, 
Shall  fill  thy  courts  with  founding  praife. 

4  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command  ; 

Vaft  as  eternity  thy  love  : 
Firm  as  a  rock  thy  truth  mull  fl:and. 
When  rolling  years  fliall  ceafe  to  move. 

HYMN    CLV.     C.  M. 

I    nr^  H  E   Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praife 
J.       In  concert  with  the  blefl:. 
Who  joyful  in  harmonious  bys^ 
Employ  an  endlefs  reft. 
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1  Thus,  Lord,  while  we  remember  thee. 
We  bleft  and  pious  grow, 
By  hymns  of  pralfe  we  learn  to  be 
Triumphant  here  below. 

3  On  this  glad  day  a  brighter  fcene 

Of  glory  was  difplay'd 
By  God,  th'  eternal  Word,  than  when 
This  univerfe  was  made. 

4  He  rifes,  who  mankind  hath  bought 

With  grief  and  pain  extreme ; 
*Twas  great  to  fpeak  the  world  from  nought, 
'Twas  greater  to  redeem. 

HYMN    CLVI.     AJhky. 

1  OALVATION!    O  the  joyful  found  1 
k3    What  pleafure  to  our  ears  1 

A  fov'reigh  balm  for  ev'ry  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

CHORUS. 

Glory,  honour,  pralfe,  and  power. 
Be  unto  the  Lamb  for  ever  ; 
jfejus  Chr'ijl  is  our  Redeemer  ! 
Hallelujah  !  pralfe  the  Lord  I 

2  Salv«ttion  !   let  the  echo  % 

The  fpacious  earth  around, 
Whik  all  the  armies  of  the  fl<y 

Confpire  to  raife  the  found.  Glory,  ^c^ 

3  Salvation  !  O  thou  bleeding  Lamb  I 

To  thee  the  praife  belongs : 
Salvation  fliall  infpire  our  hearts. 

And  d\yell  upon  our  tongues.      Glory,  ^c 
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HYMN    CLVII.     Skinton. 

1  T?  ROM   all  that  dwell  below  the  ikies^ 
Jl     Let  the  Creatpr's  praife  arife ; 

Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  fung, 
Thro*  every  land,  by  ev'ry  tongue. 
Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord, 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word  : 
Thy  praife  fhall  found  from  fhore  to  ihore, 
Till  fans  ihall  rife  and  fet  no  more. 

2  Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring. 
In  fongs  of  praife  divinely  fmg  ; 
The  great  falvation  loud  proclaim, 
And  fhoiit  for  joy  the  Saviour's  name: 
In  ev'ry  land  begin  the  fong, 

To  ev'ry  land  the  llrains  belong : 
in  cheerful  founds  all  voices  raife, 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudeft  praife. 

HYMN    CLVIII.     L.  M. 

1  /^  O  M  E,    let  us  join  our  cheerful  fongs 
\^    With  angels  round  the  throne, 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  are  their  tongues, 
But  all  their  joys  are  one, 

2  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  dy'd,  they  cry. 

To  be  exalted  thus  ; 
Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  hearts  reply, 
For  he  vvas^  ilain  for  us. 

3  Jefus  is  worthy  to  receive 

Honour  and  power  divine  ; 
And  bleflings  more  than  we  can  gjve^, 
Be,  Lord;  for  -ever  thine.        '^ 
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4  The  whole  creation  join  in  one. 
To  blefs  the  facred  name, 
Of  him  that  fits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

HYMN     CLIX.     SaViJbury. 

1  /^  LORY  be  to  God  on  high, 
VJ    God  whofe  glory  fills  the  flcy ; 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiv'n, 
Man,  the  well-belov'd  of  heaven. 

2  Sov'reign  Father,  heav'nly  King, 
Thee  we  now  prefume  to  fing, 
Glad  thine  attributes  confefs. 
Glorious  all  and  numberlefs. 

'3  Hail,  by  all  thy  works  ador'd  : 
Hail,  the  everlafting  Lord  ; 
Thee  with  thankful  hearts  we  prove 
Lord  of  pow'r,  and  God  of  love  i 

4  Chrift  oair  Lord  and  God  we  own  ; 
Chrift,  the  Father's  only  Son  : 
Lamb  of  God  for  finners  flain. 
Saviour  of  offending  man. 

5  Bovr  thing  ear,  in  mercy  bow. 
Hear,  the  world's  atonement  thou  ; 
Jefu,  in  thy  name  we  pray. 
Take,  O  take  our  fins  away. 

6  Pow'rful  advocate  with  God, 
Juftify  us  by  thy  blood! 
Bow  thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow, 
H?ar,  the  world's  atonement  thou. 
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.7   Hear,  for  thou,  O  Chrlft,  alone, 
With  thy  glorious  Sire  art  one  ; 
One  the  Holy  Ghoil  with  thee, 
One  fupremc,  eternal  Three. 

HYMN    CLX.     C.  M. 

1  T)  RAISE  ye  the  Lord,  y'  immortal  choir* 
Jl      That  fill  the  realms  above  ; 

Praife  him  who  form'd  you  of  his  fires, 
And  feeds  you  with  his  love, 

2  Shine  to  his  praife,  ye  cryllal  fliies, 

The  floor  of  his  abode  ; 
Or  veil  in  fhades  your  thoufand  eyeg 
Before  your  brighter  God. 

3  Thou  reftlefs  globe  of  golden  light, 

Whofe  beams  create  our  days. 

Join  with  the  filver  queen  of  night, 

To  own  your  borrow' d  rays. 

4  Winds,  ye  {hall  bear  his  name  alc-u4 

Thro'  the  ethereal  blue. 
For  when  his  chariot  is  a  cloud, 
He  makes  his  wheels  of  you. 

5  l^hunder  and  hail,  and  £re  and  ftorms,, 

The  troops  of  his  command, 
Appear  in  all  your  dreadful  forms, 
And  fpeak  his  awful  hand, 

6  Shout  to  the  Lord,  ye  furging  fea&, 

In  your  eternal  roar ; 
Let  wave  to  wave  refound  his  praife. 
And  fhore  reply  to  {h.ore. 
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r  While  monfters,  fpoiti'ng  on  the  flood, 
In  fcaly  filver  (hine, 
Speak  tenlbly,  their  maker,  God, 
And  lafh  the  foaming  brine. 

]  But  gentler  things  fhall  tune  his  name, 
To  fofter  notes  than  thefe. 
Young  zephyrs  breathing  o'er  the  ftream, 
Or  whifp'ring  thro'  the  trees. 

^  Wave  your  tall  heads,  ye  lofty  pines, 
To  him  that  bids  you  grow : 
Sweet  clutters,  bend  the  fruitful  vines 
On  every  thankful  bough. 

10  Let  the  fhrill  birds  his  honours  raife, 

And  climb  the  morning  {]<y  j 
While  grov'ling  beafts  attempt  his  praife 
In  hoarfer  harmony. 

1 1  Thus  while  the  meaner  creatures  fing. 

Ye  mortals  take  the  found. 
Echo  the  glories  of  our  King, 
Through  all  the  nations  round. 

HYMN    CLXI. 

I    r-r^  HE  God  of  Abrah'm  praiic, 
J_      Who  reigns  enthron'd  abcve  ; 
Ancient  of  everlafting  days. 
And  God  of  love  : 
JEPIOVAH  GREAT  I  AMi 
By  earth  and  heav'n  confefs'd  : 
I  bovv  and  blefs  the  facrcd  name, 
T'oi-  ever  bleft. 


J54  PRAisEt 

2  The  God  of  Abrah'm  praife, 
At  whofe  fupreme  command 

From  earth  I  rife — and  fcek  the  joys 
At  his  right  hand  ; 
I  all  on  earth  forfake, 
Its  vvifdom,  fame,  and  pow*r  : 
And  him  my  only  portion  make, 
My  fhield  and  tovv'r. 

3  The  God  of  Abrah'm  praife, 

Whofe  all-fufficient  grace 
Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days. 
In  all  my  ways  ; 
He  calls  a  worm  his  friend ! 
He  calls  himfelf  my  God  ! 
And  he  fhall  fave  me  to  the  end 
Through  Jefu's  blood. 

4  He  by  himfelf  hath  fworn, 

I  on  his  oath  depend, 
I  (liall  on  eagles'  wings  up-born^. 
To  heav'n  afcend : 
I  fliali  behold  his  face, 
I  fhall  his  pow'r  adore, 
And  fmg  the  wonders  of  his  grace 
For  evermore. 

HYMN    CLXII.     G.  M. 

3    l\yTY    Saviour,  my  almighty  friend; 
jLVi    When  I  begin  thy  praife, 
Where  will  the  growing  numbers  end, 
The  numbers  of  thy  grace  ? 

2  Thou  art  my  everlafting  truft. 
Thy  goodnefs  I  adore  ; 
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Send  down  thy  grace,  O  blefTed  Lord, 
That  I  may  love  thee  more. 

3  My  feet  fhall  travel  all  the  length 

Of  the  celeftial  road : 
And  march  with  courage  in  thy  ftrength. 
To  fee  the  Lord  my  God. 

4  Awp.ke,  awake  my  tuneful  pow'rs, 

Vs^kh  this  dcrlightful  forg, 

And  entertain  the  darkefi:  hoars. 

Nor  think  the  fcafon  long. 

HYMN     CLXIIL     Shepherd  cf  If rad 

^"^  HIS,    this  is  the  God  we  adore, 

.1.      Our  faithful  unchangeable  Frierc' ; 
Whofe  love  is  as  gjreat  as  his  pow'r. 

And  neither  i^ftov/s  merJure  nor  end. 
'I'is  Tefn?,  t!ie  FJril  a^d  the  Lad, 

"Whofe  fpirit  fhal^  g'ude  us  fafe  home  -. 
VvVU  prnife  hi:-n  for  all  that  is  paf", 

And  trufl  him  for  all  that's  to  come. 

> 

HYMN    CLXIV.     C.  M. 

1  "^  ITT  KEN  all  the  mercies  ot  my  Goi. 

V  7       My  rifing  foul  fur;eys, 
Why,  my  cold  heart,  art  thou  not  lod 
In  wonder,  \o\q  and  prdfe  I 

2  Thy  priwdence  my  life  fuftain'c, 

r^.'.id  all  my  wants  redrefs'd, 
V/Iiiic  in  the  {i!crt  womb  I  lay. 

^"'  ^-.:ngupon  the  b^-oft  ; 

o 
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3  To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  lent  an  ear, 
Ere.  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learn'd 
To  form  themfelves  in  pray'r. 

4  Unnumbered  comforts  on  my  foul, 

Thy  tender  care  beftow'd, 
Before  my  infant-heart  conceived, 
From  whom  thofe  comforts  flowM. 

5  When  in  the  flipp'iy  paths  of  youth 

With  heediefs  Heps  1  ran, 
Thine  arm,  unfeen,  conveyed  me  fafe. 
And  led  me  up  to  man. 

6  Through  hidden  dangers,  toils  and  death. 

It  gently  clear'd  my  way, 
And  through  the  plcafing  fnares  of  vice. 
More  to  be  fear*d  than  they. 

7  Through  ev'ry  period  of  my  life. 

Thy  goodnefs  I'll  purfae  ; 
And  a£:er  death  in  diftant  worlds. 
The  pleafmg  theme  renew. 

8  Throng';  all  eternity  to  thee 

A  £;rateful  fong  I'll  raife  : 
But  O  '    eternity's  too  fhort 
To  utter  all  thy  praife. 

HYMN    CLXV.     EpnvortL 

THOU  God  of  my  ialvaticn. 
My  redeemer  from  ail  iin, 
Mov'd  to  this  by  great  compafTion, 
Yearning  bowels  from  within  : 
I  will  praife  th<  e  : 
Where  (liall  I  thy  praife  beoia  ' 
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2  While  the  angel-choirs  are  crj-hig  ; 

Glory  to  the  great  I   A  M  ! 

I  with  them  would  ilill  be  vying, 

Glory,  glory  to  the  Lamb  ! 

O  ho\.'  precious 
Is  the  found  of  Jefu's  name  ! 

3  Now  I  fee,  with  joy  and  wonder, 

Whence  the  healing  ftreams  arofe ; 
Angel-minds  are  loft  to  ponder 
Dying  love's  myfterious  caufe  : 

Y<  t  the  bleffing 
Dokvn  to  all,  to  me  it  flows. 

4  Though  unfeen,  I  love  the  Saviour, 

He  almighty  grace  hath  fhown ; 
PardonM  guilt  and  purchas'd  favour ! 
This  he  makes  to  mortals  known  ; 

Give  him  glory, 
Glory,  glor)*  is  his  own. 

5  Angels  now  are  liov'ring  round  Us, 

UnpinreivM  they  mix  the  throng, 
Wond'riiig  at  the  love  that  crown'd  us, 
.Glad  to  join  the  holy  fong  : 

Hallelujah, 
Love  and  praife  to  Chrlft  belong. 

HYMN    CLXVL     C.  M. 

I    T  T  O  W  happy  ever>'  child  of  gnnc, 
X  JL    Vv^ho  knows  his  fins  forgiv'n  i 
This  ear:!',  he  cries,  is  not  my  place. 
1  feek  n.f  place  iu  heav'n  : 
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A  country  far  from  mortal  fv^lit ; 

Yet,  O  !   by  faith  I  fee 
The  land  of  reft,  the  fpints'  delight, 

The  heav'n  prcpar'd  for  me. 

2  O  what  a  blelfi^d  hope  is  euro! 

While  here  on  earth  we  ftay, 
AVe  more  than  tafle  the  heav'nly  pov/rs. 

And  antedate  that  day  : 
We  feel  the  refurrefhion  near, 

Our  life  in  Chriil  conceal'd. 
And  with  his  glorious  prefence  here 

Our  earthen  veffels  fill'd. 

3  O  would  he  more  of  heav'n  bellow. 

And  kt  the  veffels  break,  ^ 

And  let  our  ranfom'd  fpirits  go, 

To  grafp  the  God  we  feck  ; 
In  rapt'rous  awe  on  him  to  gaze, 

Who  bought  the  fight  for  me, 
And  faout  and  wonder  at  his  grace 

Through  all  eternity.    , 

— «^-0^>^> — 

TRUSTING   IN   PROVIDENCE. 

H  Y  M  N    CLXVIT.     0%. 

PART     THE     FIRST. 

O  M  M  I  T  thou  all  thy  griefs 

And  ways  into  his  hands, 
To  his  fure  tru.1  and  tender  care, 

Who  earth  and  heaven  comman'Ai; ; 

Who  points  the  clouds  their  courfe, 

Whom  winds  and  feas  obey  ; 
He  iliall  dired  thy  vv'and'ring  fee^, 

He  iha'l  prepare  thv  v.'-ay. 
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2  Thou  on  the  Lord  idy, 
So  fafe  (halt  thou  go  on  : 

Fix  on  his  work  thy  lleadfaft  eye. 

So  fhall  thy  work  be  done  ; 

No  profit  canil  thou  gain 

By  Iclf-confuming  care, 
To  him  commend  thy  caufe,  his  ear 

Attends  tlie  fofteft  pray'r. 

3  Thine  evcrlafting  truth, 
Father,  thy  ceafelefs  love 

Sees  all  thy  children's  wants,  and  knov;s 

What  beft  fur  each  will  prove  ; 

And  -whatfoe*er  thou  vvlirft, 

Thou  doft,   O  King  of  kings  ; 
What  thine  unerring  wifdom  chofe, 

Thy  pow'r  to  being  brings. 
3        Thou  cv'ry  where  hall  wav, 

And  all  things  fcj-ve  thy  might. 
Thy  cv*ry  acl  pure  bleiung  is, 
,  i^       Thy  path  unfully'd  light. 

When  thou  arifeil,  Lord, 

"What  fhall  thy  work  withftand  ? 
When  all  thy  children  want,  thou  givTt, 

Who,  who  fnall  (lay  thy  hand  ?    -, 

HYMN     CLXVIII.     OIney. 

PART    THE     SECOND. 

1    /^  IVE  to  the  winds  thy  fears, 
\^J^    Kope,  and  be  undifmay'd, 
God  hears  thy  fighs,  and  counts  thy  tears, 

GvA  fhall  lift  up  thy  head  : 
Through  waves,  and  clouds  and  florms, 
He  gsntly  clears  the  way  ; 
0  a 
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Wait  thou  his  time,  fo  fhall  this  night 
Soon  end  in  joyous  day. 

2  Still  heavy  is  thy  heart, 
Still  link  thy  fpirits  down  ; 

Caft  ofF  the  weight,  let  fear  depart, 

And  ev'ry  care  be  gone. 

What  though  thou  ruleft  not, 

Yet  heav'n,  and  earth  and  hell 
Proclaim,   God  fitteth  on  the  throne, 

And  rukth  all  things  well. 

3  Leave  to  his  fov'reign  fway 
To  chufe  and  to  command. 

So  fnalt  thou  wond'ring  own  his  way. 

How  wife,  how  ftrong  his  hand ! 

Far,  far  above  thy  thought 

His  counfel  fhall  appear, 
When  fully  he  the  work  hath  wrought, 

That  caus'd  thy  needlefs  fear. 

4  Thou  feell  6\\r  weaknefs.  Lord, 
Oiir  hearts  are  known  to  thee  ; 

O  lift  thou  up  the  finking  head, 

Confirm  the  feeble  knee  ; 

Let  us  in  life,  in  death, 

Thy  ileadfaft  truth  declare. 
And  publifh  with  our  lateft  breath, 

Thy  love  and  guardian  care. 

HYMN    CLXIX.     L.  M. 

1    /^  OD  of  my  life,  whofe  gracious  pow'v 
%^y    Thro'  various  deaths  my  foul  hath  led, 
Or  turn'd  afide  the  fatal  hour. 
Or  lifted  up  my  linking  head  ! 
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1    In  all  my  ways  thy  hand  I  own, 
Thy  ruling  provulencs  I  f^e  -, 
Afiiv!:  me  ilill  my  courfe  to  run, 
And  dill  dirccl  my  paths  to  thee. 

3  Whither,  O  whither  ihould  I  fly. 

But  to  my  loving  Saviour's  breail, 
Secure  within  thy  arms  to  lie. 

And  i'afe  beneath  thy  wings  to  reft  ? 

4  I  have  no  fKill  the  fnare  to  Hiun, 

But  thou,  O  Chriil !    ray  wifdoin  art ; 
I  ever  ir.to  ruin  run, 

But  th'ju  art  greater  thnn  my  heart. 

5  Foolifh,  and  impotent,  and  blind, 

Lead  me  a  wiy  I  have  not  known  ; 
Bring  me  where  I  my  heav'n  may  find, 
The  heav'n  of  loving  thee  alone. 

6  Enlarge  my  lieart  to  niakt  thee  room  ; 

Enter,  and  ia  me  ever  ftay  ; 
The  crooked  then  fliall  ftraight  become  : 

The  daiknefs  fliall  be  left  in  day  ! 

H  Y  M  N     CLXX.     rallls, 

JEHOVAH-jIREH,  i.  e.   The  Lor.D  zuili 
provide.     Gen.   xy.u.   14. 

I    '  I  ^  P!0'  troubles  afTall,  and  dangers  afFr'ght, 
X     Tho'  friends  fnould  all  fail,  and  foes  all 
iK.ite; 
Yet  o  le  thin?r  fecures  nn,  whatever  betide. 
The  promire  af^Urss  us,  The  Lord  will  provide. 
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2  The  birds  without  barn  or  ftore-houfe  are  fed; 
From  them  let  us  learn  to  truft  for  our  bread : 
His  faints  what  is  fitting  jfhall  ne'er  be  deny'd. 
So  long  as  it's  written,  The  Lord  will  provide. 

3  We  all  may,  like  (hips,  by  tempeft  be  toft 
On  perilous  deeps,  but  need  not  be  loft : 
Tho'  Satan  enrages  the  wind  and  the  tide, 
Yet  fcripture  engages,  The  Lord  will  provide. 

4  His  call  we  obey,  like  Abrah'm  of  old : 

We  know  not  the  way,  but  faith  makes  us  bold; 
For  tho*  we  are  ftrangers,  we  have  a  fure  guide. 
And  truft  in  all  dangers.  The  Lord  will  provide. 

5  When  Satan  appears  ip  ftop  up  our  path, 
And  fills  us  with  fears,  we  triumph  by  faith  : 
He  cannot  take  from  us  (tho'  oft  he  has  tiy'd) 
The  heart-cheering  promife,   The  Lord  will 

provide, 

6  He  tells  us  we're  weak,  our  hope  is  in  vain, 
The  good  that  we  feek,  we  ne'er  fhall  obtain  : 
But  when  fuch  fuggcftions  our  graces  have  try'd 
This  anfwers   all  queftions,    The  Lord  will 

provide. 

7  No  ftrength  of  our  own,  nor  goodnefs  we  clalm,^ 
Our  truft  is  all  thrown  on  Jefus's  name  j 

In  this  our  ftrong  tower  for  fafety  we  hide ;. 
The  Lord  is  our  pow'r.  The  Lord  will  provide.. 

S  When  life  finks  apace,  and  death  is  in  view, 

The  word  of  his  grace  fhall  comfort  us  through : 

Not  fearing  or  doubting,  with  Chrift  on  our 

fide,  [vide. 

We  hope  lo  die  fhouting,  The  Lord  will  pro- 
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HYMN     CLXXI.      23 J  Pfahn. 

1  '  I  ^  H  E    Lcrd  my  padure  fjiall  prepare, 

1       y^nd  feed  me  with  2  fhepherd's  care  : 
His  prefence  (hall  my  wants  fupply. 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  ; 
My  noon  day  walks  he  (hall  altend, 
A::d  all  my  m.idnifrlit  hours  defend. 

J  o 

2  When  In  the  fultry  glebe  I  faint. 
Or  on  the  thirfty  mountain  pant. 
To  fertile  vales  and  dewy  meads, 
My  weary  wand'ring  Heps  he  leads, 
Where  peaceful  rivers,  foft  and  flow. 
Amid  the  verdant  landflvip  flow. 

3  Though  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomy  horrors  overfpread. 

My  fleadfaft'heart  (hall  fear  no  ill, 
For  thou,  O  Lord,  art  Vvith  me  {till ; 
Thy  friendly  crock  (hall  give  me  aid. 
And  guide  m<z  through  the  dreadful  fhade, 

4.  Tho*  in  a  bare  and  rugged  way. 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds  I  ftray, 
Thy  bounty  i]:all  my  pains  beguile  ; 
The  barren  wilder nefs  (hall  fmile, 
With  fudJen  greens  and  herbage  cruwn'd^ 
And  llreams  Ihall  munnnr  all  around. 


'G 
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OD  moves  in  a  myicerlous  war. 


K.s  wonders  to  perform 


He  plants  his  foctf^eps.in  the  fea, 
And  rid's  r.pon  th?  ftorrr. 
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2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  f]<ill, 
He  treafures  up  his  bright  defigns, 
And  works  his  fov'reign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  faints,  frefh  courage  take, 

The  clouds  ye  fo  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  fhall  break 
In  bleflings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  fenfe, 

But  tfuft  him  for  his  grace  ; 
Behind  a  frowning  Providence 
He  hides  a  fmiling  face. 

5  His  purpofes  will  ripen  faft, 

Unfolding  ev'ry  hour : 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  tafte. 
But  fweet  will  be  the  flowV. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  fure  to  err, 

And  fcan  his  work  in  vain  : 
God  is  his  own  interpreter, 
And  he  will  make  it  plain. 

HYMN     CLXXni.     Denbigh.       ^ 

1  A    WAY,  my  unbelieving  fear! 

XjL    Fear  fhall  in  me  no  more  have  place  £ 
My  Saviour  doth  not  yet  appear, 

He  hides  the  brightnefs  of  his  face  : 
But  fhall  I  therefore  let  him  go. 

And  bafely  to  the  tempter  yield  ? 
No,  in  the  ftrength  of  Jefus,  no, 

I  never  will  give  up  my  fhield. 

2  Although  the  vine  its  fruit  deny. 

Although  the  olive  yield  no  oil„ 
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The  with'nng  fig-trees  droop  and  die, 
The  fields  elude  the  tiller's  toil, 

The  empty  ftall  no  herd  afford, 
And  perifh  all  the  bleating  race, 

Yet  will  I  triumph  in  the  Lord, 
The  God  of  my  falvation  praife. 

3  Barren  although  my  foul  remain. 

And  no  one  bud  of  grace  appear, 
No  fruit  of  all  my  toil  and  pain. 

But  fin,  and  only  fin  is  here : 
Although  my  gifts  and  comforts  loft, 

My  blooming  hopes  cut  off  I  fee, 
Yet  will  I  in   my  Saviour  truft. 

And  glory  that  he  dy'd  for  me. 

4.  In  hope  believing  againll  hope, 

Jefus,  my  Lord,  my  God,   I  claim, 
Jefus,  my  ftrength,  fhall  lift  me  up. 

Salvation  is  in  Jefu's  name  ; 
To  me  he  foon  fhall  bring  it  nigh. 

My  foul  fhall  then  out-ilrip  the  wind, 
On  wings  of  love  mount  up  on  high, 

And  leave  the  world  and  fin  behind. 

HYMN    CLXXIV.     C.  M. 

1  O  TILL  for  thy  loving-kindnefs  Lord, 
k3    1  in  thy  temple  wait  ; 

I  look  to  find  thee  in  thy  word, 
Or  at  thy  table  meet. 

2  Here  in  thine  own  appointed  ways 

I  wait  to  learn  thy  will  : 
Silent  I  ftand  before  thy  face. 
And  hear  thee  fay,*'  Be  ftiU!" 
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3  "  Be  fcill,  and  know  that  I  am  God  !" 

'Tis  all  I  live  to  know ! 
To  fed  the  virtue  of  thy  blood, 
And  fpread  its  praife  below! 

4  I  wait  my  vigour  to  renew, 

Thine  image  to  retrieve  : 
The  veil  of  outward  things  pafs  through, 
And  gafp  in  thee  to  live. 

5  I  work,  snd  own  the  labour  vain, 

And  thus  from  works  I  ceafe  ; 
I  ftrlve  ;  and  fee  my  fruitlefs  pain. 
Till,  God  create  my  peace. 

6  Fruitlefs,  till  thou  thyfelf  impart, 

Mufl  all^my  efforts  prove  ; 
They  cannot  change  a  fmful  heart, 
They  cdnnot  purchaft;  love. 

7  I  do  the  things  thy  laws  enjoin. 

And  then  the  ftrife  give  o'er"; 
To  thee  I  then  the  whole  refign. 
And  trult  in  means  no  more. 

8  T  trvi{i  in  him  vrho  ftands  between 

The  Father^s  '.vrath  and  me ; 
]■  Tn,  thcu  great  eternsl  Mean, 
■  look  for  all  from  thee. 

H  Y  M  N     CLXXV.     S.  M. 

PART     THE     FIRST. 

l-l  OLDIE RS   of  Chrif^,  arle. 
And  put  your  arm;iur  ok, 
Urong  ^n  the  flrcngth  v/hich  God  fuppiies. 
Through  his  eternal  Son  r. 
Srrong  in  the  Lord  <?f  Kofls, 
And  iu  hie  R'^.'-^hiy  pow'i'. 


TRUSTING    IN    PROVIDENCE.       167 

Who  in  the  ftrength  of  Jcfus  trufts, 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 
Stand  then  in  his  great  might, 
With  all  his  ftrength  enduM, 
But  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  fight, 
The  panoply  of  God ; 
That  having  all  things  done,  ^ 

And  all  your  conflicts  paft, 
Ye' may  overcome  through  Chrift  alone? 
And  ftand  entire  at  laft. 
Stand  then  againft  your  foes. 
In  clofe  and  firm  array  : 
Legions  of  wily  fiends  oppofc 
Throughout  the  evil  day  ; 
But  meet  the  fons  of  night, 
But  mock  their  vain  defign, 
Arm'd  in  the  arms  of  heav'nly  light, 
Of  righteoufnefs  divine. 
Leave  no  unguarded  place, 
■  No  weaknefs  of  the  foul  : 
Take  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace, 
And  fortify  the  whole  : 
IndifTolubly  join'd. 
To  battle  all  proceed. 
But  arm  yourfelves  with  all  the  mind 
That  was  in  Chrift  your  head. 

HYMN    CLXXVI.     S.  M. 

PART    THE    SECOND. 

BUT  above  all  lay  hold 
On  faith's  vidlorious  fhield  ; 
Arm'd  with  that  adamant  and  gold,. 
You're  fure  to  win  the  field  : 
P 
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If  faith  furround  your  hearty 
Satan  (hall  be  fiibdu'd, 
Repell'd  his  ev*ry  fiery  dart. 

And  quench'd  with  Jefu's  blood* 


Jefiis  hath  dy'd  for  you  ! 

What  can  his  love  withftand  ? 
Believe  !   hold  fall  your  fhield,  and  who 

Shall  pluck  you  from  his  hand  ? 
.     Believe  that  Jefus  reigns, 

All  pow'r  to  him  is  giv'n  : 
Believe,  till  freed  from  fin's  remains  i 

Believe  yourfelves  to  heav'n  ! 

To  keep  your  armour  bright, 
Attend  with  conftant  care  : 
Still  walking  in  your  Captain's  fight^ 
And  watching  unto  pray'r  ; 
Ready  for  all  alarms, 

Steadfaftly  fet  your  face, 
And  always  exercife  your  arms, 
•  And  ufe  your  ev'ry  graces 

Pray  !  without  ceafing,  pray, 
(Your  Captain  gives  the  word) 
His  fummons  cheerfully  obey. 
And  call  upon  the  Lord  : 
To  God  your  ev'ry  want, 
In  inftant  pray'r  difplay  ; 
Pray,  always  pray,  and  never  faint, 
l*ray  !   without  ceafing,  pray* 
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HYMN     CLXXVI.     L.  M. 

Seek  ye  the  kingdom  of  God,  and  all  thefe  things Jhall 
he  added.      Luke  xii.   3 1 . 

1  "I3EACE,  troubled  foul,  thou  need'fl:  not 
Jr^  Thy  great  Provider  Itill  is  near  ;  [fear; 
Who  fed  thee  lail  will  feed  thee  ftlll. 

Be  calm,  and  fink  into  his  will. 

2  The  Lord  who  built  the  earth  and  iky, 
In  mercy  Hoops  to  hear  thy  cr^' ; 

His  promife  all  may  freely  claim, 
"  Afk,  and  receive  in  Jefu's  name.'* 

?3  His  llores  are  open  all,  and  free 
To  fuch  as  truly  upright  be  ; 
Water  and  bread  he'll  give  for  food. 
With  all  things  elfe  which  he  fees  good, 

4.  Your  facred  hairs  which  are  fo  fmall, 
By  God  himfelf  are  number'd  ail ; 
Til  is  truth  he's  publifh'd  all  abroad, 
That  men  may  learn  to  truil  the  Lord- 

5   The  ravens  daily  he  doth  feed, 

And  fends  them  food  as  they  have  need. 
Although  they  nothing  have  in  ftore. 
Yet  as  they  lack  he  gives  them  more. 

<5  Then  do  not  feek  with  anxious  care,^ 
What  ye  fhall  eat,  or  drink,  or  wear  ; 
Your  heav'nly  Father  will  you  feed, 
He  knows  tliat  all  thefe  things  you  need. 

7  Without  referv.e  give  Chrift  your  heart ; 
Let  !iim  his  righteoufnefs  impart ; 
Then  ail  things  elfe  he'll  freely  give  ; 
With  liim  yt)u  all  things  fliall  receive. 
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8  Thus  fhall  the  foul  be  truly  bleft, 
That  feeks  in  God  his  only  reft  : 
May  I  that  happy  perfon  be, 
In  time  and  in  eternity  ! 

<-<^<^^^y> 

SUFFERING. 
HYMN     CLXXVIII.      Traveller. 

1  /^OME  on,  my  partners  in  diftrefs, 
V_y    My  comrades  through  the  wildernefs. 

Who  ttill  your  bodies  feel ; 
Awhile  forget  your  griefs  and  fears, 
And  look  beyond  this  vale  of  tears. 

To  that  celeilial  hill. 

2  Beyond  the  bounds  of  time  and  fpace, 
XiOok  forward  to  that  heav'nly  place, 

The  faints'  fecure  abode  : 
On  faith's  llrong  eagle-pinions  rife. 
And  iorce  your  paffage  to  the  flcies,. 

And  fcale  the  mount  of  God. 

3  Who  fuffer  with  our  Mafter  here, 
We  fhall  before  his  face  appear, 

And  bv  his  fide  fit  down  : 
Tojgatient  faith  the  prize  is  fure  ; 
And  all  that  to  the  end  endure 

The  crofs,  fiiall  wear  the  crown. 

4  Thrice  bleffed  blifs,  infpiring  hope  j 
It  lifts  the  fainting  fpirits  up  ; 

It  brings  to  life  the  dead  i 
Our  conflifts  here  fliall  foon  be  paii; 
And  you  and  I  afcend  at  lait 

Triumphant  with  our  Hea^- 
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5  That  great  myflerious  Deity 
We  foon  with  open  face  fiiall  fee. 

The  beatific  fight  : 
Shall  fill  the  heav'nly  courts  with  praife, 
And  wide  difTufe  the  golden  blaze 

Of  everlafling  light. 
(J  The  Father  fliining  on  his  throne. 
The  glorious  co-eternal  Son, 

The  Spirit  one  and  fev'n, 
Confpire  our  rapture  to  complete  \ 
And  lo  !    we  fall  before  his  feet, 

And  filence  heightens  heav'n.. 
7   In  hope  of  that  ecftatic  paufe, 
Jefu,  we  now  fuftain  tlie  crofs. 

And  at  thy  footftool  fall, 
Till  thou  our  hidden  life  reveal, 
Till  thou  our  ravifh'd  fpirits  fill, 

And  God  is  all  in  all. 

HYMN     CLXXIX.      Wednejhury.     . 

1  A    ND  let  this  feeble  body  fail, 
JTx.    And  let  it  faint  or  die, 

My  foul  fhall  quit  the  mournful  vale, 

And  foar  to  worlds  on  high  : 
Shall  join  the  difembody^d  faints. 

And  nnd  its  long-fought  reft, 
That  only  blifs  for  which  it  pants 

In  the  Redeemer's  breaft. 

2  In  liCpc  of  that  immortal  crown, 

i  now  the  cj-ofs  fuftain, 
Ai-.d  gladly  wander  up  and  down, 
;\...;  fxile  at  toil  and  pain. 

P    2 
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1  fuffer  on  my  threefcorc  years 

Till  my  Deliv'rer  come, 
And  wipe  away  his  f€rvant's  tears, 

And  take  his  exile  home. 

3  O  what  hath  Jefus  bought  for  me  I 

Before  my  ravifh'd  eyes 
Rivers  of  life  divine   I  fee, 

And  trees  of  paradife  ! 
I  fee  a  world  gf  fpirits  bright, 

Who  tafte  the  pleafures  there  ! 
They  all  are  rob'd  in  fpotlefs  white, 

And  conqu^ing  palms  they  bear.. 

4  O  what  are  all  my  fufPrings  here, 

If,   Lord,   thou  count  me  meet 
With  that  enraptur'd  holl  t'  appear. 

And  worihip  at  thy  feet ! 
Giv^  joy  or  grief,  give  eafe  or  pain, 

Tal^^Hfe  or  friends  Rway  ; 
But  let  me  find  them  all  again 

In  that  eternal  day. 

H  y  M  N     GLXXX,     Ej^ivorth. 

Ijr  APPY  foul,  thy  days  are  ended; 
~X    All  thy  mourning  days  below  ; 
Go,  by  angel-guards  attended. 
To  the  fight  of  Jefus,  go^ 

2  Waiting  to  receive  thy  fplrit, 

Lo  !.  the  Saviour  ftands  abovL\ 

Shews  the  purchafe  of  his  rr'erit_ 

Reache:?  out  the  cro^wn  of  lov^i 
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3  Struggle  through  thy  lateft  paffion 

To  thy  dear  Redeemer's  breaft, 
To  his  uttermoft  faJvatlon, 
To  his  everlafting  reft. 

4  For  the  joy  he  fets  before  thee, 

Bear  a  momentary  pain  ; 
Die,  to  live  a  life  of  glory ; 

Suffer,  with  thy  Lord  to  reign. 

HYMN     CLXXXI.     Dying  Stephen. 

1  TTEAD  of  the  church  triumphant, 
Xi    We  joyfully  adore  thee  : 

Till  thou  appear, 

Thy  members  here 
Shall  fing  like  thofe  in  glory. 
We  lift  our  hearts  and  voices 
With  bleft  anticipation  ; 

And  cry  aloud. 

And  give  to  God 
The  praife  of  our  falvation. 

2  While  in  a/Hi<51:ion's  furnace. 
And  palTi ng  through  the  fire, 

Thy  love  we  praife, 

Which  knows  no  da- 
A^id  ever  brintrs  us  nio-her  . 
We  cl;jp/o«r  hands  exultuig 
In  tb)ne  almighty  favour; 

Tr  e^jve  divine 

Wr'ch  made  us  thine, 
Can  kfep  us  thine  for  ever. 
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§  Thou  dofl:  condiid  thy  people 
Through  torrents  of  temptation  : 

Nor  will  we  fear, 

While  thou  art  near, 
The  fire  of  tribulation  ; 
The  world,  with  fin  and  Sataii, 
In  rain  our  march  oppofes ; 

By  thee  we  fliall 

Break  through  them  all. 
And  fing  the  fong  of  Mofes. 

4  By  faith  we  fee  the  glory 

To  which  thou  fhalt  reilore  u§^^ 

The  crofs  defpife 

For  that  high  prize 
Which  thou  haft  fet  before  us  : 
And  if  thou  count  us  worthy, 
Wt;  each,  as  dying  Stephen, 

Shnil  fee  thee  ftand 

At  God's  right  hand. 
To  take  us  up  to  heav'n. 

. <..<c^.*r>.^.^>.> 

FUNERAL. 

HYMN     CLXXXII.      Funeral. 

i       AH!   lovely  appearance  of  death, 
jr\.    What  fight  upon  earth  is  fo  fair  I 
Not  all  the  gay  pageants  that  breathe. 

Can  with  a  dead  body  compare  : 
With  folemn  delight  I  furvey 

The  corpfe,  when  the  fpirit  is  fled? 
In  love  with  the  beautiful  clay, 

And  longing  to  lie  in  its  ileadc 
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How  bleft  is-  our  brother,  bereft 

Of  all  that  could  burden  his  mind ; 
How  eafy  the  foul  that  has  left 

This  wearifome  body  behind  I 
Of  evil  incapable  thou, 

Whofe  relics  with  env)'  I  fee, 
No  longer  in  mifery  now, 

No  longer  a  finner  like  hk. 

3  This  earth  is  affeded  no  more 

With  ficknefs,  or  ihaken  with  pain, 
The  war  in  the  members  is  o'er, 

And  never  fhall  vex  him  again  : 
No  anger  henceforward,  or  fhame. 

Shall  redden  this  innocent  clay ; 
Extinft  is  the  animal  flame. 

And  paflion  is  vanifh'd  away. 

4  This  languifhing  head  is  at  reft. 

Its  thipklng  and  aching  are  o*er, 
This  quiet  immoveable  breall 

Is  heavM  by  affli£libn  no  more  ; 
This  heart  is  no  longer  the  feat 

Of  trouble  and  torturing  pain.-; 

It  c€afes  to  flutter  and  beat, 

It  never  fliall  flutter  ayain. 
i_> 

5  The  lids  he  fo  feldom  could  clofe, 

By  forrow  forbidden  to  fleep, 
Seal'd  up  in  eternal  repofe^i 

Have  ftrangely  forgotten  to  weep  : 
The  fountains  can  yield  no  fupplies ; 

Thcfe  hollows  from  water  are  free  : 
The  teai  s  are  all  wip'd  from  thefe  eyes^ 

And  evil  thev  aever  fliall  fee. 
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9  To  mourn  and  to  fiilTer  is  mine, 

While  bound  in  a  prifon  I  breathe. 
And  ilill  for  deliverance  pine, 

And  prefs  to  the  iflues  of  death  ; 
What  now  with  my  tears  I  tedew, 

O  inipiht  I  this  moment  become  I 
My  fpirit  created  anew. 

My  flefh  be  confign'd  to  the  tomb  ! 

HYMN    CLXXXIII.   Shepherd  of  Jfrath 

1  X)  EJOICE  for  a  brother  deceas'd, 
X\^    Our  lofs  is  his  infinite  gain  ; 

A  ^onl  out  of  prifon  released, 

And  freed  from  its  bodily  chain  ', 

With  fongs  let  us  follow  his  flight. 
And  mount  with  his  fpirit  above, 

EfcapM  to  the  manfions  of  light. 
And  lodg'd  in  the  Eden  of  love. 

2  Our  brother  the  haven  hath  gain'd. 

Out-flying  the  tempell  and  wind  j 
His  red  he  hath  fooner  obtained, 

And  left  his  companlors  behind, 
*Stil]  tofs'd  on   a  fea  of  dlftrefs. 

Hard  tollinir  to  make  the  bleft  fiaorcj 
Wliere  all  is  afTurance  and  peace, 

And  forrovv  and  fin   are  no  more. 
^   Tnere  all  the  fhip's  company  meet, 

Who  fail'd  with  the  Saviour  beneath, 
With  flionting  eacli  other  they  greet, 

A'.d  triumph  o'er  trouble  and  death : 
The  voyage  of  life's  at  an  end, 

The  mortal  affliftion  is  palt. 
The  age,  that  in  heaven  they  fpend^ 

For  ever  and  ever  {hall  laft. 
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HYMN    CLXXXIV.     TriumpL 
'rTTi  IS  finliVd,  'tis  done! 

jL      The  fpirit  is  fled> 
The  pris'ner  is  gone, 

The  Chriftian  is  dead  ; 
The  Chriftian  is  living 

Thro'  Jefus's  love. 
And  gladly  receiving 

A  kingdom  above.  •* 

All  honor  and  praife 

Are  Jefus's  due : 
Supported  by  grace. 

He  fought  his  way  through^ 
Triumphantly  glorious 

Through  Jefus's  zeal. 
And  more  than  vi6lorious 

O'er  fin,  death,  aTid  hell. 
Then  let  us  record 

The  conquering  name, 
Our  Cnptain  ?.nd  Lord 

With  fnoutings  proclaim  ; 
Who  truft:  in  his  paflion 

And  follow  our  Head, 
To  certain  falvation 

We  all  fhall  be  led. 
O  Jefus,  lead  on 

Thy  militant  care^ 
And  give  us  the  crown 

Of  righteoiifnefs  there ' 
Where  dazzled  with  glory 

The  feraphim  gaze, 
Or  proftrate  adore  thee, 

In  liienGe  of  praife. 
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5  Come  Lord,  and  difplay, 

Thy  fign  in  the  fl<y, 
And  bear  us  away 

To  manfions  on  high  : 
The  kingdom  be  given. 

The  purchafe  divine, 
And  crown  us  in  heaven 

Eternally  thine. 

HYMN    CLXXXV.     Stan,, 

1  TT  OS  ANN  A  to  Jefus  on  high  ! 

JTj.    Another  has  entered  his  reft, 
Another  has  'fcap'd  to  the  fl^y, 

And  lodg'd  in  Immanuel's  breafl : 
The  foul  of  our  f  ler  is  gone, 

To  heighten  the  triumph  above, 
Exalted  to  Jefus's  throne. 

And  clafpM  in  tJie  arms  of  his  love. 

2  What  fulnefs  of  rapture  is  there, 

While  Jefus  his  glory  difplays, 
And  purples  the  heavenly  air, 

And  fcatters  the  odours  of  grace  ? 
He  looks — and  his  fervants  in  light 

The  bleflings  ineffable  meet : 
He  fmiles,  and  they  faint  at  his  fight. 

And  fall  overwhelm'd  at  his  feet. 

3  How  happy  the  angels  that  fall, 

Tranfported  at  Jefus's  name  : 
The  faints  whom  he  fconcil  fhull  call, 
To  fliare  in  the  feaft.gf  the  I^airb  ?' 
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No  longer  imprifon*d  in  clay, 

Who  next  from  his  dungeon  fhall  fly^ 

Who  firft  fhall  be  fummonM  away — 
My  merciful  God — is  it  1  ? 

\  O  Jefus,  if  this  be  thy  will, 

That  fuddenly  I  fhould  depart, 
Thy  counfel  of  mercy  reveal, 

And  whifper  the  call  to  my  heart  \ 
O  give  me  a  fignal  to  know. 

If  foon  thou  wouldft  have  me  removes 
And  leave  t^he  dull  body  below. 

And  fly  to  the  regions  above. 

HYMN     CLXXXVI.     Hamilton'h 

I  TT  APPY  who  in  Jefus  live, 
Xx,  But  happier  ftill  are  they 
Who  to  God  their  fpirits  give, . 

And  'fcape  from  earth  away: 
Lord,  thou  read'll  the  panting  heart. 

Lord,  thou  hear'ft  the  praying  figh  5 
O  'tis  better  to  depart, 

'Tis  better  far  to  die« 

7,  Yet  if  fo  thy  will  ordain 

For  our  companlonG*  good. 
Let  us  in  the  flefh  remain, 

And  meekly  bear  the  load  ; 
Till  we  have  our  grief  fill'd  up. 

Till  we  all  our  works  have  dont^ 
Late  partakers  of  our  hope, 

4.nd  iliarrr?  of  thy  throne^ 

Q, 
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3  To  thy  wife  and  gracious  will 

We  quietly  fubmit, 
Waiting  for  redemption  ftill. 

But  waiting  at  thy  feet : 
When  thou  wilt  the  blefling  givc^ 

Call  us  up  thy  face  to  fee ; 
Only  let  thy  fervants  live. 

And  let  us  die  to  thee. 

-«^c^^>^>— 

^or  PERSONSjw/^dTm  FELLOWSHIP. 

HYMN    CLXXXVIL     Builth. 

t        /^OME   away  to  the  fides, 

\^    My  beloved,   arife, 
And  rejoice  in  the  day  thou  waft  born  ; 

On  this  feftival  day, 

Come  exulting  away, 
And  with  finging  to  Sion  return, 

^       We  have  laid  up  our  love 
And  treafure  above, 
The*  our  bodies  continue  below  ; 
The  redeemed  of  the  Lord, 
We  reraember  hi?  word, 
And  with  finging  to  paradife  go^ 

45       With  finging  we  praife 
The  original  grace. 
By  our  heav'nly  Father  beftow'c 
Our  being  receive 
From  bis  bounty,  and  live 
To  the  honour  and  glory  of  God. 
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4       For  thy  glory  we  are 

Created  to  fhare, 
Both  the  nature  and  kingdom  divine  i 

Created  again, 

That  our  fouls  may  remain 
In  time  and  eternity  thine. 

^       With  thanks  we  approve 

The  deiign  of  thy  love. 
Which  hath  join'd  us  io  Jefu§'s  uamp  , 

So  united  in  heart, 

That  we  n^ver  can  part. 
Till  we  meet  at  the  feail  of  the  Lamb. 

d       There,  there  at  his  feet, 
We  fhall  fuddenly  meet, 
And  be  parted  in  body  no  more  \ 
We  {hall  ling  to  our  lyres, 
With  the  heavenly  choirs, 
And  our  Saviour  in  glorj'^  adore.. 

7  Hallelujah  we  fing 

To  our  Father  and  King, 
And  his  rapturous  praifes  repeal.: 

To  the  Lamb  that  was  flain 

Hallelujah  again, 
Sing  all  heaven,  and  fall  at  iiis  feet. 

8  In  afiurance  cf  hope. 
We  to  jefus  look  up, 

Tjii  his  banner  unfurlM  In  the  air 

From  our  graves  we  (hall  fee, 
■     And  cry  out,  "  It  is  he," 
And  fly  up  to  acknowledge  him  there. 
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HYMN     CLXXXVIII.     Derhy, 
^       V^  OME,  let  us  anew 
\_/  '  Our  journey  purfue, 
With  vigour  arife, 
^nd  prefs  to  our  permanent  place  in  the  fliies  j 
Of  heavenly  birth, 
Xho'  w^and'ring  on  earth, 
This  is  not  our  place. 
But  ftrangers  and  pilgrims  ourfelves  vre  confefs. 
2       At  Jefus's  call 

We  give  up  otir  all, 
An(|  ft  ill  we  forego, 
por  Jeius's  fake,  our  enjoyments  below  | 
No  longing  we  find 
For  the  country  behind  ; 
But  onward  we  move, 
^nd  Hill  we  are  peeking  a  country  above. 
^        A  country  of  joy, 
Without  any  alloy, 
We  thither  repair. 
Our  hearts  and  our  treafure  already  are  there. 
We  march  hand  in  hand 
To  ImmanilePs  land  ; 
No  matter  what  cheer 
We  meet  with  on  earth,  for  eternity's  near ! 
4       The  rougher  our  way,    ' 
The  fhorter  bur  ftay  ; 
The  tempefts  that  rife 
3hall  glb,rioufIy  hurry  our  fouls  to  the  flcies ; 
The  fterter'the  blaft. 
The  fboner  'tis  paft. 
The  troubles  that  come. 
Shall  c6B[ie  to  our  refcue,  and  haften  us  home. 
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HYMN    CLXXXIX.     BulkL 

1  /^OME,  let  us  afcend, 

\^   My  companion  and  friend, 
To  tafte  of  the  banquet  above  ! 

If  thy  heart  be  as  mine, 

If  for  Jefus  it  pine, 
Come  up  into  the  chariot  of  love. 
z        Who  in  Jefus  confide, 

We  are  bold  to  out-ride 
The  ftorms  of  aiHi6lion  beneath  \ 

With  the  prophet  we  foar 

To  the  heavenly  fhorc, 
And  out-fly  all  the  arrows  of  death. 

2  By  faith  we  are  come 
To  our  permanent  home  : 

By  hope  we  the  rapture  improve ; 

By  love  we  Hill  rife, 

And  look  down  on  the  f.cies, 
For  the  heaven  of  heavens  is  love. 
'  4       Who  on  earth  can  conceive. 

How  happy  we  live 
In  the  palace  of  God,  the  great  King ! 

What  a  concert  of  praife. 

When  our  Jefus's  grace 
The  whole  heavenly  company  fing  ! 

5       What  a  rapturous  fong, 

When  the  glorify'd  throng 
In  the  fpirit  of  harmony  join  !    ^ 

Join  all  the  .glad  choirs, 

Hearts,  voices,  and  lyres, 
Aud  the  burden  is  mercy  divine. 
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6  Hallelujah  they  cry. 
To  the  king  of  the  fl<y, 

To  the  great  everbfting  I  AlVf ; 

To  the  Lamb  that  was  flain,  ' 

A))d  liveth  ag'ain, 
IlaJit'Itijah  to  God  and  the  Lamb. 

7  The  Lamb  on  the  throne, 
Lo  !    he  dwells  with  his  own. 

And  to  rivers  of  pleafure  he  leads  j 
'  '  '  h  his  tnercy^s  full  blaze, 
;  i-h  the  fight  of  his  face, 
0    ■  beatify'd  fpirits  he  feeds. 

■j.        Our  foreheads  proclaim 

His  ineffable  name  ; 
Our  bodies  his  glory  difplay  ; 

A  day  without  night 

We  feaft  in  his  fight, 
And  eternity  feems  as  a  day  \ 

'      H  Y  M  N    CXQ.     C.  M. 
I     T  ESUS,  great  Shepherd  of  the  fheep, 
J    To  thee  for  help  wie  fly : 
Thy  little  flock  in  fafety  keep, 
Tor  O  the  wolf  is  i)igh  1 

3  He  comes,  of  hellifh  malice  full, 
To  fcatter,  tear,  and  flay  ; 
He  feizes  evVy  flraggling  foul. 
As  his  own  lawful  prey. 

3  Us  into  thy  prote6liori  take. 
And  gather  with  thy  arm  ; 
Unlefs  the  fold  we  firft,  forfake,, 
The  wolf  can  never  harm o     ' 
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4  We  laugh  to  fcorn  his  cruel  pow*r, 

While  by  our  Shepherd's  fide  ; 
The  fheep  he  never  can  devour, 
Unlefs  he  firft  divide. 

5  O  do  not  fuffer  him  to  part 

The  fouls  that  here  agree ! 
But  make  us  of  one  mind  and  heart. 
And  keep  us  one  in  thee ! 

6  Together  let  us  fweetly  live, 

Together  let  us  die  ; 
And  each  a  ftarry  crown  receive, 
And  reign  above  the  iky. 

HYMN    CXCI.     C.  V[- 

1  'Tn  RY  us,  O  God,  and  fearch  the  ground 

X      Of  ev'ry  fmful  heart ; 
Whate'er  of  fin  in  us  is  found, 
O  bid,  it  all  depart  1 

2  When  to  the  right  or  left  we  ftray. 

Leave  us  not  comfortlefs  ; 
But  guide  our  feet  into  the  way 
Of  everlafting  peace. 

3  Help  us  to  help  each  other,  Lord, 

Sach  other^s  crofs  to  bear ; 

Let  each  his  friendly  aid  afford, 

And  feel  his  brother's  care» 

4  Help  us  to  build  each  other  up. 

Our  little  ftock  improve ; 
Increafc  our  faith,  confirm  our  hopCj, 
And  perfed  us  in  love. 
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5  Up  into  thee,  our  living:  Head, 

Let  us  in  all  things  grow, 
Till  thou  haft  made  us  free  indeed,. 
And  fpotlefs  here  below, 

6  Then,  when  the  mighty  work  is  wijought. 

Receive  thy  ready  bride  ; 
Give  us  in  heaven  a  happy  lot 
With  all  the  fandifyM^: 

HYMN     CXCII.      Cardjf. 

1  np  HO U  God  of  truth  c-Tid  love, 

JL      We  feek  thy  perfedl  way. 
Ready  thy  choice  t'  approve, 

Thy  providence  t'  obey. 
Enter  into  thy  wife  defign, 
And  fweetly  lofe  our  will  in  thin^* 

2  Why  haft  thou  caft  our  lot 

In  the  fame  age  and  place  ? 
And  why  together  brought 

To  fee  each  other's  face ; 
To  join  with  fofteft  fympathy  j 
And  mix  our  friendly  fouls  in  thee  ? 

5  Didft  thou  not  make  us  one, 

That  we  might  one  remain, 
Together  travel  on, 

And  bear  each  other's  pain. 
Till  all  thy  -utmoft  goodnefs  prove, 
And  rife  renewM  in  perfeft  love  ? 

4  Surely  thou  didft  unite 

Our  kindred  fpirits  here, 
That  all  hereafter  might 
Brfore  thy  throne  appear ; 
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Meet  at  the  marriage  of  the  Lamb, 
And  all  thy  glorious  love  proclaim. 

5  Then  let  us  ever  bear 

The  bleffed  end  In  view, 
And  join  with  mutual  care, 

To  fight  our  paflagC' through  ; 
And  kindly  help  each  other  on, 
Till  all  receive  the  ftarry  crown, 

6  O  may  the  Spirit  fea,l 

Our  fouls  unto  that  day  \ 
With  all  thy  fulnefs  fill, 

And  then  tranfport  away  ! 
Av/ay  to  our  eternal  reft. 
Away  to  our  Redeemer's  breaft ! 

HYMN    C^CeilL     Hamilton'^ 

■1    'C'ATHER  of  our  dying  Lord, 
X;     Remember  us  for  good, 
O  fulfil  his  faithful  word, 

And  hear  his  fpeaking  blood ! 
Give  us  that  for  which  he  prays  j 

Father,  glorify  thy  Son  ; 
Shew  his  truth,  and  pow'r,  and  grace  ^ 

And  fend  the  promife  down. 

^  True  and  Faithful  Witnefs,  thou, 

O  Chrift,  the  fpirit  give  1 
Haft  thou  not  receiv'd  him  now. 

That  we  might  now  receive  ? 
Art  thou  not  our  living  Head  ? 

Life  to  all  thy  Limbs  impart  i 
Shed  thy  love,  thy  Spirit  Ihed. 

In  ever}'-  y/aiting  heart. 
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3  Holy  Ghoft,  the  Comforter, 

The  gift  of  Jefiis,  come  : 
Glows  our  heart  to  find  thee  near, 

And  fwells  to  make  thee  room  : 
Prefent  with  >is  thee  we  feel, 

Come,  O  come,  and  in  us  be ! 
With  us,  in  us,  live  and  dwell 

To  all  eternity, 

HYMN    CXCIV.     Hothm. 

t    TESU,  Lord,  we  look  to  thee, 
J    Let  us  in  thy  name  agree ; 
Shew  thyfelf  the  Prince  of  Peace ^ 
Bid  our  jars  for  ever  ceafe. 

2  By  thy  reconciling  love 
Ev'ry  ftumbling  block  remove; 
Each  to  each  unite,  endear  ; 
Come  and  fpread  thy  banner  herc.< 

3  Make  us  of  one  heart  and  mind, 
Courteouc,  pitiful,  and  kindj 
Lowly,   meek  in  thought  and  word  ; 
Altogether  like  our  Lord. 

4  Let  us  each  for  other  care, 
Each  the  other^s  burden  bear ; 
To  thy  church  the  pattern  give. 
Shew  how  true  believers  live. 

/ 

5  Free  from  anger  and  from  pride^ 
Let  us  thus  in  God  abide  ; 
AH  the  depths  of  love  exprefs, 
All  the  heights  of  hohnefs. 
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6  Let  lis  then  with  joy  remove 
To  thy  family  above  ; 
On  the  wings  of  angels  fly ; 
Shew  how  true  believers  die. 

HYMN    CXCV.     C.  Mv 

I    T  E  S  U,  united  by  thy  grace, 
J    And  each  to  each  endear'd. 
With  confidence  we  feek  thy  face. 
And  know  our  pray  V  is  heard. 

■  2  Still  let  us  own  our  common  Lord^ 
And  bear  thine  eafy  yoke, 
A  band  of  love,  a  three-fold  cord^ 
Which  never  can  be  broke. 

3  Make  us  into  one  fpirit  drink:  ^ 

Baptize  into  thy  name  ; 
And  let  us  always  kindly  think. 
And  fweetly  fpeak  the  fame. 

4  TouchM  by  the  loadftone  of  thy  lovc^ 
•     Let  all  our  hearts  agree ; 

And  ever  tow'rds  each  other  move« 

And  ever  move  tow'rds  thee.  '^^ 

.:  To  thee  infeparably  join'd. 
Let  all  our  fpirits  cleave  ; 
0  may  we  all  the  loving  mind 
That  was  in  thee,  receive  ! 

[  6  This  is  the  bond  of  perfe^lnefs, 
^  Thy  fpotlefs  chanty  : 

0  let  us  Hill,  we  pray,  pofTefs 
The  mini  that  was  in  thee  ! 
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7  Grant  this,  and  then  from  all  below  • 
Infenfib^y  remove ; 
Our  fouls  their  change  fhall  Scarcely  knowg 
Made  perfe6l  firft  in  love. 

S  With  eafe  our  fouls  thro'  death  .fhall  glide 
Into  their  paradife  ; 
And  thence  on  wings  of  angels  ride 
Triumphant  thro'  the  fliics. 

j^  Yet  when  the  fulleft  joy  is  giv'n. 
The  fame  delight  we  prove  ; 
In  earth,  in  paradife,  in  heaven, 
Our  All  in  All  is  love. 

HYMN     CXCVI.     Lome-FeaJ. 

PART    THE    FIRST. 

i    /^  OME,  and  let  us  fweetly  join, 
V_^    Chrift  to  praife  in  hymns  divine  \ 
Give  v/e  all  with  one  accord, 
Glory  to  our  common  Lord ; 
Hands,  and  hearts,  and  voices  raife  ; 
Sing  as  in  the  ancient  days  ; 
Antedate  the  joys  above, 
Celebrate  the  feaft  of  love, 

2  Strive  we,  in  affeftion  llrive; 
Let  the  purer  flame  revive, 
Such  as  in  the  martyrs  glow'd. 
Dying  champions  for  their  God : 
We  like  them  may  live  and  love ; 
Call'd  we  are  their  joys  to  prove  i 
Sav'd  with  them  from  future  wrath,^ 
Partners  of  like  precious  faith- 
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3  Sing  we  then  in  Jefu's  name, 
Now  as  yefterday  the  fame : 
One  in  ev*ry  time  and  place. 
Full  for  all  of  truth  and  grace  i 
We  for  Chrid  our  mafter  fland, 
Lights  in  a  benighted  land : 
We  our  dying  Lord  confefs  ; 
We  are  Jefu*s  witnefles. 

4  Witnefles  that  Chrift  hath  dy'd ; 
We  with  him  are  crucify'd  : 
Chrill  haft  burll  the  bands  of  death  } 
We  his  quick'ning  Spirit  breathe  ; 
Chrift  is  now  gone  up  on  high ; 
Thither  all  our  wifhes  fly  ; 

Sits  at  God's  right  hand  above  ; 
There  with  him  we  reign  in  loVe. 

HYMN     CXCVIL     Fomdery. 

PART    THE     SECOND. 

1  1^  O  M  E,  thou  high  and  lofty  Lord  i 
\,^    Lowly,  meek,  incarnate  word ; 
Humbly  ftoop  to  earth  again  ; 

Come  and  viiit  abjcdl  man  ! 
jefu,  dear  expefted  gueft. 
Thou  art  bidden  to  the  feaft ; 
For  thyfelf  our  hearts  prepare  ! 
Come,  and  fit,  and  banquet  there. 

2  Jefu,  we  thy  promife  claim  : 
Wc  are  met  in  thy  great  name  : 
In  the  midft  do  thou  appear, 
Manifett  thy  preferice  here  ! 

R 
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San£llfy  us  Lord,  and  blefs, 
Breathe  thy  Spirit,  give  thy  peace  : 
Thou  thyfelf  within  us  move  ! 
Make  our  feaft  a  feaft  of  love. 

3  Let  the  fruits  of  grace  abound  j 
Let  in  us  thy  bowels  found  ; 
Faith,  an.d  love,  and  joy  increafe^ 
Temperance  and  gentlenefs ; 
Plant  in  us  thy  humble  mind, 
Patient,  pitiful,  and  kind : 
Meek  and  lowly  let  us  be. 

Full  of  goodnefs,  full  of  thee. 

4  Make  us  all  in  thee  complete  : 
Make  us  all  for  glory  meet ; 
Meet  t*  appear  before  thy  fight. 
Partners  with  the  faints  in  light ; 
Call,  O  call  us  each  by  name, 
To  the  marriage  of  the  Lartib ; 
Let  us  lean  upon  thy  breaft ; 
Love  be  there  our  endlefs  feaft. 

HYMN   cx:cvin.   C.  M. 

1  /^  OME,  let  us  ufe  the  gr-j^ie  divine^ 
V^   And  all  with  one  accord, 

In  a  perpetual  covenant  join 
Ourfelves  to  Chrift  the  Lord : 

2  Give  up  ourfelves  thro*  Jefu's  powV, 

His  name  to  glorify, 
And  promife  in  this  facred  hour, 
For  God  to  live  and  die. 

3  The  covenant  we  this  moment  rrak-i- 

Be  ever  kept  in  mind ; 
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We  will  no  more  our  God  forfakc> 
Or  caft  his  words  behind. 

4  We  never  will  throw  off  his  fear 

Who  hears  our  folemn  vow ; 
And  if  thou  art  well-pleas*d  to  hear, 
Come  down  and  meet  us  now. 

5  Thee,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  GholV^ 

Let  all  our  hearts  recei>^e  ; 

Prefent  with  the  q^leftial  ho1i,. 

The  peaceful  anfvver  give. 

6  To  each  the  covenant  blood  apply^ 

Which  takes  our  fins  away  ; 
And  regifter  our  names  on  high. 
And  keep  us  to  that  day. 

HYMN    CXCIX.     L.  U\ 
On,  admitting  ^i  Ne w  Me  M  B  E R-. 
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ROTHER  in  Chrift,  and  well-belovM', 
To  Jefus  and  his  fervants  dear. 
Enter  and  fhew  thyfelf  approv'd  ; 
Enter,  and  find  that  God  is  here. 

2  *Scap'd  from  the  world,  redeemed  from  fin", 

By  fiends  purfuM,  by  men  abhorrM, 
Come  in,  poor  fugitive,  come  in, 
And  (hare  the  portion  of  thy  Lord. 

3  Welcome  from  e^rth  ! — lo,  the  right  hand 

Of  fellowfhip  to  thee  we  give  ! 
V/ith  open  arms  and  hearts  we  ftand, 
£i.Tid  thee  in  Jefu's  name  receive. 
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^  Say,  is  thy  heart  refolv'd  as  ours  ? 
Then  let  it  burn  with  facred  love  : 
Then  let  it  tafte  the  hcav'nly  powers. 
Partaker  of  the  joys  above. 

^  Jefu,  attend,  thyfelf  reveal ! 

Are  we  not  met  in  thy  great  name  I 
Thee  in  the  midil  we  wait  to  feel. 

We  wait  to  catch  the  fpreading  flame. 

6  Thou  God,  that  anfwereft  by  fire. 
The  fpirit  of  burning  now  impart. 
And  let  the  flames  of  pure  defire 
Rife  from  the  altar  of  each  heart. 

f  Truly  our  fellowfliip  below. 

With  thee  and  with  the  Father  is  i 
In  thee  eternal  life  we  know, 
And  heav'n's  unutterable  blifs. 

8  In  part  we  only  l^now  thee  here, 

But  wait  thy  coming  from  above ; — = 
And  I  fliall  then  behold  thee  near. 
And  I  fhall  all  be  loft  in  love. 
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HYMN    CC.     Hotham. 

On  viftttng  a  Friend. 

E  A  C  E  be  on  this  houfe  beftow'd. 
Peace  on  all  that  here  refide  ; 
Let  the  unknown  peace  of  God 
With  the  man  of  peace  abide  I 
Let  the  Spirit  now  come  down  : 

Let  the  blefling  now  ta^e  place  ^ 
Son  of  peace  receive  thy  crown, 
Fulnefs  of  the  gofpcl-grace. 
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»  Chrift,  my  matter,  and  my  Lord, 

Let  me  thy  forerunner  be ; 
O  be  mindful  of  thy  word, 

Vifit  them,  and  vifit  me  '. 
To  this  houfe,  and  all  herein, 

Now  let  thy  falvation  come  I 
Save  our  fouls  from  inbred  fm  ! 

Make  us  thy  eternal  home  ! 

3  Let  us  never,  never  reft, 

Till  the  promife  is  fulfilPd  : 
Till  we  are  of  thee  poffefs'd, 

Pardon'd,  fanaify'd,  and  feal'd  \ 
rill  we  all,  in  love  renewed, 

Find  the  pearl  that  Adam  loft, 
Temples  of  the  living  God, 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft  J 

HYMN    CCL     C.  M. 


Parting. 

LEST  be  the  dear  uniting  love^. 
That  will  not  let  us  part ! 
Our  bodies  may  far  off  remove, 
We  ftili  are  one  in  heart. 
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2  JoinM  in  one  fplrit  to  our  Head, 

Where  he  appoints  we  go  ; 
And  ftill  in  Jefu*s  footfteps  tread. 
And  (hew  his  praife  below. 

3  O  may  we  ever  walk  in  him, 

And  nothing  know  befide. 
Nothing  defire,  nothing  efteeu. 
But  Jefus  cmcify'd  1 
R  z 
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4  Clofer  and  clofer  let  us  cleave 

To  his  belovM  embrace  ; 
Expeft  his  fulnefs  to  receive, 
And  grace  to  anfwer  grace. 

5  Partakers  of  the  Saviour's  grace, 

The  fame  in  mind  and  heart, 
Nor  joy,  nor  grief,  nor  time,  nor  place^ 
Nor  life,  nor  death  can  part, 

0  But  let  us  haften  to  the  day, 

Which  fhall  our  flefh  reftore  ; 
When  death  fhall  all  be  done  av»'ay, 
And  bodies  part  no  more. 

HYMN     ecu.      Trumj[>ei. 
t    T  ES US,  accept  the  praife 
J    That  to  thy  name  belongs  ; 
Matter  of  all  our  praife, 

Subje<ft  of  all  our  fongs  : 
Through  thee  we  now  together  came, 
And  part  exulting  in  thy  name. 

2   In  flefli  we  part  a  while. 

But  ftill  in  fpirit  join'd, 
T'  embrace  the  happy  toil. 

Thou  haft  to  each  aflign'd  : 
And  while  we  do  thy  bleffed  will, 
We  bear  our  heaven  about  us  ililL 

^  O  let  us  then  go  on 

In  all  thy  ple^fant  ways, 
And  arm'd  with  patience,  run 

With  joy  the  appointed  race  ! 
Keep  us  and  ev*ry  fetking  foul. 
Till  all  attain  the  heavily  goaL 
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4  There  we  fiiall  meet  again. 

When  all  our  toils  are  o'er. 
And  death,  and  grief,  and  pain. 

And  parting  are  no  more. 
We  fliall  with  all  our  brethren  rife, 
And  grafp  thee  in  the  flaming  fliies. 

5  O  happy,  happy  day. 

That  calls  thy  exiles  home  ! 
The  heavens  (hall  pafs  away: 

The  earth  receive  its  doom  : 
Earth  we  fhall  view  and  heav'n  deflroy'd. 
And  fhout  above  the  fiery  void, 

6  Then  let  us  wait  the  found 

That  fhall  our  fouls  releafe. 
And  labour  to  be  found 

Of  him  in  fpotlefs  peace  : 
In  perfect  holinefs  renevv'd, 
Adorn'd  with  Chrift,  and  meet  for  God, 

HYMN    CCIII.     C.  M. 

IVdit'ing  for  the  Spirit  of  Adoption. 

I       ALL  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb, 
.jL\^   And  never-ceafing  praife, 
While  angels  live  to  know  thy  name, 
Or  men  to  feel  thy  grace. 

Z  With  this  cold  llony  heart  of  mine, 
Jefus,  to  thee  I  flee  ! 
And  t<    thy  grace  my  foul  refign, 
To  be  renev.-'d  by  thee. 
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3  Give  me  to  hide  rny  blufhing  face> 

"While  thy  dear  crofs  appears  ; 
DifTolve  my  heart  in  thankfulnefs, 
And  melt  my  eyes  to  tears. 

4  O  may  the  un corrupted  feed 

Abide  and  reign  within  ; 
And  thy  life-giving  word  fcrbic. 
My  new-born  foul  to  fin. 

5  Father,  I  wait  before  thy  throive  ; 

Call  me  a  child  of  thine  ! 
Send  down  the  Spirit  of  thy  Soil* 
To  form  my  heart  divine. 

6  There  fhed  thy  promised  love  abroad, 

And  make  my  comfort  ftrong  ; 
Then  fhall  I  fay,  «  My  Father,  God!^* 
With  an  unwavering  tongue. 

B  I  R  T  H-D  A  Y. 

HYMN     CCIV.      RefarnSion. 

3        /'^  O  D  of  my  life,  to  thee 
VJ    My  cheerful  foul  I  raife  j 
Thy  goodnefs  bade  me  be, 
And  ftill  prolongs  ray  days  ; 
I  fee  my  natal  hour  return, 
A'ld  blefs  the  day  that  I  wa'^,  bom. 
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A  clod  of  living  earth, 
I  glorify  thy  name, 
From  whom  alone  my  birth, 
And  all  my  blefllngs  came  ; 
Creating  and  preferving  grace 
Let  all  that  is  within  me  praife. 

Long  as  I  live  beneath, 

To  thee,  O  let  me  live  ; 
To  thee  my  ev*ry  breath 
In  thanks  and  praifes  give  J 
Whatever  I  have,  whatever  I  am. 
Shall  magnify  my  Maker's  name. 

My  foul  and  all  its  powers, 

Thine,  wholly  thine  Ihall  be  ; 
All,  all  my  happy  hours 
I  confecrate  to  thee  : 
Me  to  thine  image  now  reftore, 
And  I  fliall  praife  thee  evermore. 

I  wait  thy  will  to  do. 

As  angels  do  in  heav*n  ; 
In  Chrift  a  creature  new, 
Eternally  forgiven  ; 
I  wait  thy  perfed  will  to  prove, 
AU  fanaifyM  by  fmlefs  love. 

Then  when  the  work  is  done. 

The  work  of  faith  with  powV, 
Receive  thy  favour'd  fon 

In  death's  triumphant  hour  : 
Like  Mofes  to  thyfelf  convey. 
And  kifs  my  raptur'd  foul  away. 


:qo  birth-day. 

HYMN    CCV.    Buihh, 

WAY  with  our  fears. 
The  glad  morning  appears. 
When  an  heir  of  falvation  was  borr. !  • 
Frcnri  Jehovah  I  came, 
For  his  glory  I  am, 
And  to  him  I  with  fmging  returri,. 

Thee,  Jefus,  alone, 

The  fountain  I  own 
Of  my  Hfe  and  felicity  here  ; 

And  cheerfully  fing 

My  Redeemer  and  King, 
Till  his  figns  in  the  heavens  appear; 

With  thanks  I  rejoice 

In  thy  fatherly  choice. 
Of  my  ilate  and  condition  below  ;• 

If  of  parents  I  came 

Who  honour'd  thy  name, 
'Twas  thy  wifdom  appointed  it  fo.. 

I  fmg  of  thy  grace. 

From  my  earlieil  days. 
Ever  near  to  allure  and  defend  ; 

Hitherto  thou  haft  been 

My  prefer\'er  from  fin, 
And  I  truft  thou  wilt  fave  to  the  eadt 

O  the  infinite  cares, 

And  temptations,  and  fnares. 
Thy  hand  hath  conduced  me  through  J 

O  the  blelTmg  beftow'd 

By  a  l^ountiful  God, 
And  the  mercies  eternally  new ; 
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6  What  a  mercy  is  tin's, 
What  a  hea^^en  of  blifs, 

How  unfpcakably  happy  am  I ! 

GatherM  into  the  fold. 

With  thy  people  enroU'd, 
With  thy  people  to  live  and  to  die  ! 

7  O  the  goodnefs  of  God, 
In  employing  a  clod 

His  tribute  of  glory  to  raife  ? 

His  flandard  to  bear, 

And  with  triumph  declare 
His  unfpeakable  riches  of  grace  ! 

8  O  the  fathomlefs  love. 
That  has  deign'd  to  approve 

And  profper  the  work  of  my  hands  ! 

With  my  pailoral  crook 

I  went  over  the  brook, 
And  behold  !    I  am  fpread  into  bands.. 

9  Who,  I  adcf  in  amaze, 
Has  begotten  me  thefe  ? 

And  enquire  from  what  qu  arter  they  cam.e  ^ 

My  full  heart  it  replies, 

The)'  are  born  from  the  flcies, 
And  gives  glory  to  God  and  the  Lamb, 

10  All  honour  and  praife 
To  the  Father  of  grace, 

To  the  Spirit,  and  Son,  I  return  : 

The  bufmefs  purfue 

He  hath  made  mc  to  do, 
And  rejoice  that  I  ever  was  born. 

11  In  a  rapture  of  joy 
My  life  I  employ, 

The  God  of  my  life  to  Droclrtim  ? 
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'Tis  worth  living  for  this. 
To  adminifter  blifs, 
And  falvation  in  Jefus's  name. 

1 2     My  remnant  of  days 

I  fpend  in  his  praife, 
Who  dy'd  the  whole  world  to  redeem  { 

Be  they  many  or  few, 

My  days  are  his  due. 
And  they  all  are  devoted  to  him  I 


BACKSLIDER. 
HYMN    CCVI.    BuiltL 

PART     THE     FIRiST, 

HO  W  happy  are  they 
Who  the  Sjaviour  obey, 
And  have  laid  up  their  treafure  above  i 
Tongue  cannot  exprefs, 
The  fweet  comfort  and  peace 
Of  a  foul  in  its  earlieft  love  I 

That  comfort  was  mine. 

When  the  favour  divine 
I  firfi;  found  in  the  blood  of  the  Lambf 

When  my  heart  it  believ*d. 

What  a  joy  I  receiv'd, 
What  a  heaven  in  Jefus's  name  i 

'Twas  an  heaven  below 

My  Saviour  to  know  ; 
The  angels  could  do  nothing  moi'': 

Than  fall  at  his  feet, 

And  the  ftory  repeat. 
And  the. Lover  ox  imner?  aoc-.v- 
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Jefus  all  the  day  long 

Was  my  .joy  and  my  fong  ; 
O.  that  all  his  falvation  might  fee-! 

He  hath  lovM  me,  I  cry'd, 

He  hath  fuffer'd  and  dy'd. 
To  reclaim  fuch  a  rebel  as  me. 

On  the  wings  of  his  love 

I  was  carried  above 
All  fin,  and  temptation,  and  pain  ; 

1  could  not  believe 

That  I  ever  fhould  grieve, 
That  I  ever  fliould  fuffer  again, 

I  rode  on  the  /l<y, 

Freely  juftifyM  I, 
Nor  envy*d  Elijah  his  feat : 

My  foul  mounted  higher 

In  a  chariot  of  fire. 
And  the  moon  it  was  under  my  feet. 

0  the  rapturous  height 
Of  that  holy  delight, 

AVhich  I  felt  in  the  life-giving  blood  I 
Of  my  Saviour  pofTeft, 

1  was  perfectly  bleft. 

As  if  fiil'd  with  the  fulnefs  of  God. 
HYMN    CCVII.     BuM. 

PART    THE    SECOND* 

AH  !  where  am  I  now  ? 
When  was  it  or  how 
That  I  fell  from  my  heaven  of  grace  ^ 
I  am  brought  into  thrall, 
I  .mi  flript  of  my  All, 
I  airt  baulih'd  from'  Jefus's  face. 
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2  Hardly  yet  do  I  know 
How  I  let  my  Lord  go, 

So  infenlibly  ftaiting  afide, 
When  the  tempter  came  in 
With  his  own  fubtle  fm, 

And  infefied  my  fpirit  with  pride.: 

3  But  I  felt  it  too  foon, 
That  my  Saviour  was  gone, 

Swiftly  vanifliing  out  of  my  fight  j 

My  triumph  and  boaft 

On  a  fudden  were  loft, 
And  my  day  it  v;as  turn'd  into  night, 

4  Only  pride  could  deftroy 
That  innocent  joy. 

And  make  my  Redeemer  depart ; 

But  whatever  was  the  traufe, 

I  lament  the  fad  lofs. 
For  the  veil  is  come  over  my  heart 

5  Ah  !   wretch  that  I  am  ! 
I  can  only  exclaim. 

Like  a  devil  tormented  within. 

My  Saviour  is  goncj, 

And  has  left  me  alone. 
To  the  fury  of  Satan  and  fin. 

6  Nothing  now  can  relieve. 
Without  comfort  I  grieve, 

I  have  loll  all  my  peace  and  my  pe-vi-'r 
No  acccfs  do  I  find 
To  the  friend  of  mankind  ,• 
1  can  afk  for  his  mercy  no  more. 
y       Tongue  cannot  decftare 
The  torment  I  bear, 
(While  a^o  end  of  ray  trouble"-  I  fs<^) 
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Only  Adam  could  tell 

On  the  day  that  he  fdl, 
And  was  turn'd  out  of  Eden  like  mel- 
5       Driven  out  from  my  God, 

I  wander  abroad, 
Thro'  a  defert  of  forrows  I  rove  ; 

And  how  great  is  my  pain. 

That  I  cannot  regain 
My  Eden  of  Jefus's  love  ! 
g       I  never  fhall  rife 

To  my  fir  ft  paradife, 
Or  come  my  Redeemer  to  (t'e  t 

But  I  feel  a  faint  hope, 

That  at  laft  he  will  ftoop, 
And  his  pity  fhall  bring  him  to  me. 

HYMN     CCVIII.     Funeral 

1  T  T  O  W  {hall  a  loft  fmner-in  pain, 
X  JL    Recover  his  forfeited  peace  ? 
When  brought  into  bondage  again. 

What  hope  of  a  fecond  releafe  I 
Will  mercy  itfelf  be  fo  kind 

To  fpare  fuch  a  rebel  as  me  ? 
And  O  !    can  I  poffibly  find 

Such  plenteous  redemption  in  thee  \ 

2  O  Jefus,  of  thee  I  require, 

If  ftill  thou  art  able  to  fave, 
The  brand  to  pluck  out  of  the  fire. 

And  lanfom  my  foul  from  the  grave. 
The  help  of  thy  Spirit  refWre, 

And  ftievv  m.e  fhe  life-giving  blood, 
And  pardon  a  finner  once  more, 
•  And  bring  me  again  unto  God* 
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3  O  Jefus,  In  pity  draw  near, 

Come  quickly  to  help  a  loll  foul, 
To  comfort  a  mourner  appear, 

And  make  a  poor  Lazarus  whole  : 
The  balm  of  thy  mercy  apply, 

(Thou  feeft  the  fore  anguilh  I  feel) 
Save,  Lord,  or  I  perifh,  I  die, 

O  fave,  or  I  fink  into  hell ! 

4  I  fink,  if  thou  longer  delay 

Thy  pardoning  mercy  to  fhow ; 
Come  quickly,  and  kindly  difplay 

The  pow'r  of  thy  pafiion  below. 
By  all  thou  haft  done  for  my  fake, 

One  drop  of  thy  blood  I  implore  ; 
Now,  now  let  it  touch  me,  and  make 

The  finner  a  finner  no  more. 

HYMN     eCIX.     iztbPfahu 
For  the  Morning, 

i    "TXTHE  RE  Is  my  God,  my  joy,  my  hope, 
VV      The  dear  defire  of  nations,  where  ? 
Jefus,  to  thee  my  foul  looks  up, 

To  thee  direfts  her  morning  pray'r  ; 
And  fpreads  her  arms  of  faith  abroad, 
T'  embrace  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  God,! 

2   Mine  eyes  prevent  the  morning-ray,  ^ 

Looking,  and  longing  for  thy  word  j 
Come,  O  my  Jefus,  come  away. 

And  let  my  heart  receive  its  Lord } 
Which  pants  and  ftruggles  to  be  free, 
And  breaks  to  be  detain'd  from  the*. 
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3  Appear  in  me,  bright  Morning-Star, 
And  fcatter  all  the  (hades  of  night  I 
I  faw  thee  once,  and  came  from  far, 

But  quickly  loft  thy  tranfient  light  \ 
And  now  again  in  darknefs  pine, 
Till  thou  throughout  my  nature  fhine. 

_4  In  patient  hope  I  now  take  heed 

To  the  fure  word  of  promis'd  grace, 
Whofe  rays  a  feeble  luitre  flied. 

Faint  glimmering  thro'  the  darkfome  place  ; 
Till  thou  thy  glorious  light  impart, 
And  rife  the  Day-Star  in  my  heart. 

5  Come,  Lord,  be  manifefted  here. 

And  all  the  devil's  works  deftroy  ; 
Now  without  fin  in  me  appear. 
And  fill  with  everlafting  joy  ; 
Thy  beatific  face  difplay. 
Thy  prefence  is  the  perfe£l  day. 

., <..<^.=l§^^>.> 

A  PARENT'S  PRAYER. 

HYMN    CCX.     C.  M. 

3    /^  O  D  only  wife,  almighty,  good, 
VJT    Send  forth  thy  truth  and  light. 
To  point  us  out  the  narrow  road, 
And  guide  our  fteps  aright : 

3  To  fteer  our  dang'rous  courfe  between 
Tht  rocks  on  either  hand  : 
And  fix  us  in  the  golden  mean. 
And  bring  our  charge  to  landc 
S  2 
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3  Made  apt  by  thy  fufficient  grace 

To  teach  as  taught  by  thee, 
We  come  to  train  in  all  thy  ways,. 
Our  rifing  progeny. 

4  Their  felfifh  will  in  time  fubdue, 

And  mortify  their  pride  ; 
And  lend  their  youth  a  facred  clew- 
To  find  the  crucify'd  ! 

5  We  would  in  ev'ry  ftep  look  up, 

By  thy  example  taught, 
T'  alarm  their  fear,  excite  their  hope. 
And  reftify  their  thought. 

6  We  would  perfuade  their  hearts  t'  obey- 

With  mildelt  zeal  proceed  ) 

And  never  take  the  harfher  way, 

When  love  will  do  the  deed. 

7  For  this  we  afk,  in  faith  fmcere. 

The  vvifdom  from  above. 
To  touch  their  hearts  with  filial  fear. 
And  pure,  ingenuous  love  ! 

8  To  watch  their  will  to  fenfe  inclin'd, 

Withhold  the  hurtful  food  ; 
And  gently  bend  their  tender  mind* 
And  draw  their  fouls  to  God. 

NATIVITY. 

HYMN    CCXI.     B:iM^ 

I  ALL  hail !    happy  day, 

jt\.   When  enrob'd  in  our  clay. 
The  Redeemer  appeared  upon  earth  - 
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How  can  we  refrain 

For  to  join  the  glad  ftrain, 
And  to  hail  our  Immanuel's  birth  ? 

How  boundlefs  that  love, 

Firft  begotten  above. 
And  thro'  Jefus  to  finners  made  known  ! 

Lift,  lift  up  the  voice, 

And  exulting  rejoice, 
For  Jehovah  to  earth  is  come  down. 

Ye  angels  of  God, 

Sound  his  praifes  abroad, 
And  acknowledge  him  JAH,  the  I  AM  j 

We  alfo  will  join 

In  a  hymn  fo  divine. 
Giving  glory  to  God-and  the  Lamb. 

To  Chrift  we  will  fing. 

As  our  High'Prieil  and  K|ng> 
And  our  Prophet  to  teach  us*the  road  : 

But  more  than  all  this, 

For  almighty  he  is, 
And  we  own  him  our  crucify' d  God. 

To  Jefus's  praife 

Let  us  fpend  all  our  days. 
For  'tis  he  who  our  furety  hath  flood  : 

He  fojourned  below, 

That  his  mercy  might  flow. 
And  he  purchas'd  our  pardon  with  blood. 

O  may  the  return 

Of  this  once  bleffed  mom, 
Be  for  ever  remember'd  with  joy  1 

Sweet  accents  of  praife 

All  our  voices  fhall  raife, 
HaUclujalis  fliall  be  our  employ  ! 
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7  Let  echo  prolong 
The  harmonious  fong, 

Hallelujahs  again  and  again  : 
He  kindles  the  fire, 
Whom  the  nations  defire, 

And  to  him  v/e  devote  the  glaii  ftrain. 

8  Bleft  Jefus,  while  we 
Pay  our  tribute  to  thee, 

Let  us  worfliip,'  admire  and  adore : 
"- Accept  as  thy  crown,' 

What  before  was  thy  own. 
Hallelujahs  and  praife  evermore. 

HYMN     CCXn.     Sahyhury, 

1  TT  ARK!   the  herald-angels  fing, ' 
''    X  JL    **  Glory  to  the  new-born  King 

*'  Peace  on  earth,'  and  rnercy  mild  ; 
•='  God  and  finners  reconcil'd." 
Joyful,  all  ye  nations,  rife. 
Join  the  triumphs  of  the  ilcies. 
With  th'  angelic  hoft  proclaim, 
"  Chrift  is  born  in  Bethlehem." 

2  Chrift,  by  higheft  heav'n  ador'd, 
'■    Chriil  the  everlafting  Lord  ; 

Late  in  time  behold  him  com<?, 
Offspring  of  a  virgin's  womb  : 
Vcil'd  in  flefh,  the  Godhead  fee, 
Hail  the  Incarnate  Deity  ! 
Pleas'd  as  man  with  men  t'  appear, 
Jefus  our  Immanuel  here. 

^   Hail  the  heav'n-born  Prince  of  Peace.. 
Hail  the  Sun  of  righteoufnefs  I 
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Light  and  life  to  all  he  brings, 
Ris'n  with  healing  in  his  wings ; 
Mild  he  lays  his  glory  by, 
Born,  that  man  no  more  may  die  ; 
Born  to  raife  the  fons  of  earth. 
Born  to  give  them  fecond  birth. 

Come,  defire  of  nations,  come. 
Fix  in  us  thy  humble  home  ; 
Rife,    the  woman's  conqu'ring  feedj 
Bruife  in  us  the  ferpent's  head  : 
Adam's  likenefs  now  efface. 
Stamp  thine  image  in  its  place ; 
Second  Adam  from  above, 
Reinftate  us  in  thy  love. 


NEW-YEAR'S  DAY. 
HYMN     CCXIII.      Lenox, 

THE  Lord  of  earth  and  fliy^ 
The  God  of  ages  praife, 
Who  reigns  enthron'd  on  high, 
Ancient  of  endlels  days  ; 
Who  lengthens  out  our  trials  here. 
And  fpares  us  yet  another  year. 

Barren  and  withcr'd  trees, 

We  cumber'd  long  the  ground, 
No  fruit  of  holinefs 

On  our  dead  fouls  was  found  5 
Yet  doth  he  us  in  mercy  fpare. 
Another,  an^  another  year. 
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When  juflice  bar'd  the  fvvord 
To  cut  the  fig-tree  dov/n, 
The  pity  of  our  Lord 
Cry'd,  let  it  ftill  alone  ! 
The  Father  mild  inclines  his  ear. 
And  fpares  us  yet  another  year. 

Jefu,  thy  fpeaking  blood 

From  God  obtain'd  the  grace. 
Who  therefore  hath  beftow'd 
On  us  a  longer  fpace  : 
Thou  didft  in  our  behalf  appear, 
And  lo,  we  fee  another  year  ! 

Then  dig  about  our  root, 

Break  up  cur  fallow  ground, 
And  let  our  gracious  fruit 
To  thy  great  praife  abound ; 
O  let  us  all  thy  praife  declare, 
And  fruit  unto  perfection  bear. 

HYMN     CCXIV.     Cornyi, 

SI  N  G  to  the  great  Jehovah's  praife  V 
All  praife  to  him  belongs ; 
Who  kindly  lengthens  out  our  days, 

Demands  our  choiceft  fongs, 
Whofe  providence  has  brought  us  through 

Another  various  year : 
We  all  with  vows/  and  anthems  new, 
Before  our  God  appear. 

I  Father,  thy  mercies  pad  we  own. 
Thy  ftill  continued  care  ; 
To  thee  prefenting,  thro'  thy  Son, 
Whate'er  we  have,  or  are  ; 


G60D-FRIDAT.  21^^ 

Our  lips  and  lives  fhJiiJ  gladly  fiiow 

The  wonders  of  thy  love, 
While  on  in  Jefu's  fteps  we  go 

To  feck  thy  face  above. 

J  Our  refidue  of  days  or  hours, 

Thine,  wholly  thine  fhall  be. 
And  all  our  confecrated  pow'rs 

A  facrifice  to  Thee, 
Till  Jefus  in  the  clouds  appear 

To  faints  on  earth  forgiven, 
And  bring  the  grand  fabbatic  year^ 

The  jubilee  of  heaven, 

GOOD-FRIDAY. 

HYMN    CCXV.     C.  M. 

i       ALAS!   and  did  my  Saviour  bktd  ^ 
XjL   And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 
Would  he  devote  that  facred  head 
For  fuch  a  worm  as  I  ? 

i  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  donc^ 
He  groan'd  iipon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  !    grace  unknown  ! 
And  love  beyond  degree  ! 

3  Well  might  the  fun  in  darknefs  hide'^ 
^nd  fhut  his  glories  in; 
Y7hi  Ti  Chrifl  the  mighty  maker  dy'd 
Fo  -  man  the  creature's  dn  ! 


1H4  PBAYER    FOR    FAITH. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blufhing  faee, 

While  his  dear  crofs  appears : 
Diffolve  my  heart  in  thankfulnefs. 

And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 
I  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 

The  debt  of  love  I  owe  ; 
Here,  Lord,  I  give  myfelf  away  ; 

'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

^■•«^«:0^^>-— 

HYMN    GCXVI.     C.  M. 
y^  Prayer  for  Faith. 

1  O  ATHER,  I  ftretch  my  hands  to  thee, 
JL      No  other  help  I  know  : 

If  thou  withdraw  thyfelf  from  me, 
Ah  !   whither  fhall  I  go  ? 

2  What  did  thy  only  Son  endure. 

Before  I  drew  my  breath  ! 
What  pain,  what  labour  to  fecure 
My  foal  from  endlefs  death ! 

5  O  Jefu,  could  I  this  believe, 

I  now  fhould  feel  thy  pow'r ; 
Now  my  poor  foul  thou  wouldll  retrieve^ 
Nor  let  me  wait  one  hour, 

4  Author  of  faith,  to  thee  I  lift 

My  weary,  longing  eyes, 
O  let  me  now  receive  that  gift  j 
My  foul  without  it  dies. 

5  Surely  thou  canll  not  let  me  die  ;  ' 

O  fpeak,  and  I  fhall  live  ! 

And. here  I  will  unweary'd  lie  j 

Till  thou  thy  Spirit  give» 
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5  The  worft  of  finners  would  rejoice, 
Could  they  but  fee  thy  face  ; 
O  let  me  hear  thy  quick'ning  voice. 
And  taite  thy  pard'ning  grace  ! 

HYMN    CCXVII.     S.  M. 

Sincere  Pra'ife. 

i      A    LMIGHTY    Maker,  Godi 
Jl\.   How  glorious  is  thy  name  ! 
Thy  wonders  how  diftus'd  abroad 
Throughout  creation's  frame  ! 

2  In  native  white  and  red, 

The  rofe  and  lily  Hand, 
And  free  from  pride  their  beauties  fpYeacJ^ 
Tb  fhow  thy  lldlM  hand. 

3  The  lark  mounts  up  the  flcy 

With  unambitious  fong. 
And  bears  her  Maker's  praife  oti  high^ 
Upon  her  artlefs  tongue. 

4  Fain  would  I  rife  and  fmg 

To  my  Creator  too  ; 
Fain  would  my  heart  adore  my  King, 
And  give  him  praifes  due. 

5  But  pride  that  bufy  fmj 

Spoils  all  that  I  perform  ; 
Curs'd  pride  that  creeps  fecurely  in'j> 
And  fwells  a  haughty  worm. 

6  Thy  glories  I  abater 

Or  praife  thee  with  defign. 
Fart  of  thy  favours  I  forget. 
Or  think  th^'.  merit  tniRt'. 
T 
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7  Create  my  foul  anew, 

Elfe  all  my  worfhip^s  vain  ; 
This  wretched  heart  will  ne'er  prove  triit 
Till  it  be  form'd  again. 

8  Defcend,  celeftial  fire, 

And  feize  me  from  above! 
Wrap  me  in  flanies  of  pure  defire, 
A  facrifice  of  love. 

9  Let  joy  and  worfhip  fpend  • 

The  remnant  of  my  days. 
And  to  my  God  my  foul  afcend, 
in  fweet  perfumes  of  praife. 

HYMN     CCXVIII.     TaVts. 

1  '\T  E   heavens  rejoice  in  Jefus's  grace, 

X      Let  earth  make  a  noife  and  echo  his 

praife  ; 
Our  alMoving  Saviour  hath  pacify'd  God, 
And  paid  for  his  favour  the  price  of  his  blood. 

2  Ye  mountains  and  vales,  in  praifcs  abound, 
Ye  hills  and  ye  dales,  continue  the  found  : 
Break  forth  into  fingiug,  ye  trees  of  the  wood^- 
For  Jefus  is  bringing  loil  fmners  to  God. 

3  Atonement  he  made  for  every  one, 

The  debt  he  hath  paid,  the  work  he  hath  done^ 
Shout  all  the  creation  below  and  above, 
Afcribing  lalvation  to  Jefus's  love. 

4  His  mercy  hath  brought  falvation  to  ail. 
Who  take  it  unbought  he  frees  them  fronni 

tlirall, 
Throughout  the  believer  his  glory  difplays. 
And  perfeds  kn  ever  the  veiTels  of  grace. 
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HYMN    CCXIX.     L.  M. 

Inconjlancy. 

I    1"     OP.D   Jefu,   when,  when  (liall  it  be, 
i   A    That   I  no  more  fhall  break  with  thee  ? 
When  will  this  war  of  paffions  ceafe, 
And  my  free  foul  enjoy  thy  peace  \ 

%   Here  I  repent  and  fin  again  ; 
Now  I  revive,   and  now  am  flain  ; 
Slain  with  the  fame  unhappy  dart, 
Which  Oh !  too  often  wounds  my  heart* 

3,  O  Saviour,  when,  when  fhall  I  be 
A  garden  feai'd  to  all  but  thee  ? 
No  more  expos'd,   no  more  undone ; 
But  live  and  grow  to  thee  alone  ? 

4  Guide  thou,  O  Lord,  guide  thou  my  coarfe, 
And  draw  me  on  with  thy  fwcet  force  ; 
Still  make  me  walk,   ft  ill  mak<:  me  tend, 
By  thee  my  way,  to  thee  my  eud. 

HYMN    CCXX.     S.  M. 

A   Morn'mg  Hymn. 
\    "IXTE  lift  our  hearts  to  thee, 
V  y      O  Day-llar  from  on  high  ! 
The  fun  itfelf  is  but  thy  fiiade, 
Yet  cheers  both  earth  and  iky, 

?   O  let  tiiy  orient  beams 

Tlie  night  of  fin  difperfe, 

The  niiiis  of  error,  and  of  vice, 

Which  fliade  the  univerft ! 
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3  How  beauteous  nature  now  I 

How  dark  and  fad  before  ! 
With  joy  we  view  the  pleaiing  change, 
And  nature's  God  adore. 

4  O  may  no  gloomy  crime 

Pollute  the  rifing  day, 
Or  Jefu'&  blood,  like  ev'ning  dev/^ 
Wafli  all  the  ftains  away. 

5  May  we  this  life  improve. 

To  mourn  for  errors  paft, 
And  live  thi:3<(hort  revolving  day^ 
As  if  it  were  o^'  lail. 

6  To  God  the  Father,  Son, 

And  Spirit  one  in  three. 
Be  glory  as  it  Vv^as,  is  now. 
And  fhall  for  ever  be. 

HYMN    CCXXI.    C.  M. 
j^n  Evening  Hymn. 
S       A    LL  praife  to  him  v/ho  dwells  in  blif?? 
JLjl  Who  made  both  day  and  night ; 
Whofe  throne  is  darknefs  in  the  abyfs 
Of  uncreated  light. 

t  Each  thought  and  deed  his  piercing  eyes 
With  ftrifleft  fearch  furvey  ;■ 
The  deepeft  fhades  no  more  difguife 
Than  the  full  blaze  of  day. 

3  Whom  thou  doft  guard,  O  King  of  kingS; 
No  evil  fhall  moleft  : 
Under  the  Ihadow  of  thy  wings 
Shall  they  fecurely  reil : 
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4.  *rhy  angels  fliall  around  their  beds 
Their  conitant  ftations  keep  : 
Thy  feith  and  truth  ihall  fiiield  their  heads^ 
For  thou  doft  never  fleep. 

May  we  with  calm  and  fweet  repofe, 
And  heavenly  thoughts  refrefii'd, 

Our  eye-lids  with  the  morn's  unclofe. 
And  blels  thee,  ever  blefs'd. 

«^^^<'^^> 

SACRAMENTAL. 
H  Y  M  N     CCXXII.     I7e/,^L 

IN   that  fad  memorable  night, 
When  Jeuis  was  for  us  betray'd. 
He  left  his  death  recording  rite, 

He  took  and  blefs'd  and  brake  the  bread^ 
And  gave  his  own  their  lall  bequeft. 
And  thus  hid  love's  intent  expreiVd  : 

Take,  eat,  this  is  my  body  given. 
To  purchafc  life  and  peace  for  you. 

Pardon  and  hohnefs  and  heaven  ; 
Do  this,   my  dying  love  to  Ihew, 

Accept  your  precious  legacy, 

And  thus,  my  friends,  remember  mc. 

He  took  into  his  hands  the  cup. 
To  crown  the  facramental  feaft. 

And  full  of  kind  concern  look'd  up. 
And  gave  what  he  to  them  had  bleft  % 

And  drink  ye  all  of  this,   he  faid, 

lu  fulsan  mem'ry  of  the  dead. 
T  z 
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4  This  is  my  blood  which  feals  the  new 
Eternal  covenant  of  my  grace, 
My  blood  fo  free'y  (hed  for  you. 

For  you  and  all  the  finful  race ; 
My  blood  that  fpeaks  your  fins  forgiven^ 
And  juftifies  your  claim  to  heaven. 

HYMN    CCXXIII.    S.  M. 

1        X     ■'^  '^  ^^^  ^^^  truly  bear 

%  4   The  bleeding  Saviour's  name, 
Their  faithful  hearts  with  us  prepare. 

And  eat  the  Pafchal  Lamb; 

Our  paffover  was  flain 

At  Salem's  hallowM  place, 
Yet  we  who  in  our  tents  remaia, 

Shall  gain  his  largeft  grace. 

n       This  euchariftic  feafl 

Our  evejy  want  fupplies, 
And  lliil  we  by  bis  death  are  blefl. 

And  (hare  his  facrifice  : 

By  faitb  his  flefh  we  eat 

Who  here  his  pafiion  (liow, 
And  God  ot-t  of  his  holy  feat 

Shall  ^11  his  gifts  beilow. 

3       Who  thus  our  faith  employ 
Hisfuiterings  to  record, 
Ev^n  row  we  m6urn fully  enjoy 
Communion  with  our  Lord  j 
As  though  v/e  ev'ry  one 
^enesth  liis  c-tofs  had  itood, 
And  fcfrn  him  heave  and  heard  hirr.  grosR, 
And  felt  his  gufaing  blood. 
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4       O  God  !   'tis  flnlfh'd  now  ! 
'         The  mortal  pang  is  paft  1 

By  faith  his  head  we  fee  him  bow, 
And  hear  him  breathe  his  laft  ! 
We  too  with  him  are  dead, 
And  fhall  with  him  arife, 
The  crofs  on  which  he  bows  his  head, 
Shall  lift  us  to  the  i\<.ks* 

HYMN     CCXXIV.     Hamilton'^. 

I    "O  OCK  of  Ifrael,   deft  foripe, 
X\.    For  us,  for  all  mankind. 
See,  thy  feeblelt  followers  fee, 

Who  call  thy  deatk  to  mind: 
Sion  is  the  very  land ;  . 

Us  beneath  thy  fhade  receive. 
Grant  us  in  the  cleft  to  ftand, 

And  by  thy  dying  live, 

3  In  this  howling'  wildernefs, 

On  Calvary's  fleep  top, 
Made  a  curfe,  our  fouls  to  bicfs, 

Thou  once  waft  lifted  up  ; 
Stricken  there  by  Mofes'  rod, 

Wounded  by  a  deadly  blow, 
GuHiing  ftreams  of  life  o'erflow'd 

The  thirfty  world  below. 

3  Rivers  of  falvation  flill 
Along  the  defert  roll, 
Rivers  to  refrefh  and  heal 

'  The  fainting,,  finking  fo^l^; 
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Still  the  fountain  of  thy  blood 

Stands  for  finners  open'd  wide. 
Now,  e'en  now,  my  Lord,  and  God^ 

I  wafh  me  in  thy  fide. 

4  Now,  e'en  now,  we  all  plunge  in, 

And  drink  the  purple  wave  j 
This  is  the  antidote  of  fm, 

'Tis  this  our  fouls  (hall  fave  : 
Witli  the  life  of  Jefus  fed, 

Lo  I'from  ilrength  to  llrength  we  rift', 
F.ollow'd  by  our  Rock,  and  led 

To  meet  him  in  the  fides. 

HYMN    CCXXV.     L.  M. 

k       A    UTHOR  of  our  falvation,  thee 
jTjl    With  lowly  thankful  hearts  we  praife, 
Author  of  this  great  myllery, 

Figure  and  means  of  faving  grace. 

2  The  facred  true  effeftiial  fign, 

Thy  body  and  thy  blood  it  fhows, 
The  glorious  inilrument  divine 

Thy  mercy  and  thy  ilrength  beftows. 

3  We  fee  the  blood  that  feals  our  peace, 

Thy  pardoning  mercy  we  receive  : 
The  bread  doth  vif:bly  exprcfs 

The  ilrength  through  which  our  fpirits  live, 

4  Our  fpirits  drink  a  freih  fupply. 

And  eat  the  bread  fo  freely  given, 
Till  borne  on  eagle's  wings  we  fly. 

And  ban^juet  with  our  Lord  In  heaven- 
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HYMN    CCXXVI.     C.  M. 

FHOU,   who  this  myfterious  bread 
Didft  in  Emmaus  break, 
Return  herewith  our  fouls  to  feed, 
And  to  thy  followers  fpeak. 

Z  Unfeal  the  volume  of  thy  grace. 
Apply  the  gofpel-word, 
Open  our  eyes  to  fee  thy  face, 
Our  hearts  to  know  thee,  Lord. 

3  Of  thee  we  commune  ftill,  and  mourn 
Till  thou  the  veil  remove, 
Talk  with  us,  and  our  hearts  (hall  burr, 
With  flames  of  fervent  Icve. 

4r  Enkindle  now  the  heavenly  zeaT, 
And  ^lake  thy  mercy  known. 
And  give  our  pardon'd  fouls  to  feel 
That  God  and  love  are  one. 

H  Y  M  N    CCXXVII.     C.  M. 

1  T  ESUS,    at  whofc  fupreme  comman^ 

J     We  thus  approach  to  God, 

Before  us  in  thy  vefture  ftand, 

Thy  veilure  dipt  In  blood. 

2  Obedient  to  thy  gracious  word. 

We  break  the  hallowed  bread, 
Commemorate  our  dying  Lord, 
And  truft  on  thee  to  feed. 

3  Now,   Saviour,  now  thyfelf  reveal, . 

And  make  thy  nature  known, 
Affix  the  facrannental  feal. 

And  flarap  us  for  thine  own,'    ' 


224  SACRAMENTAL., 

4  The  tokens  of  thy  dying  love 

O  let  us  all  receive. 
And  feel  tiie  quick'ning  fpirit  ir.oxQy 
And  fenfibly  believe. 

5  The  cup  of  bleffing  bleft  by  thee. 

Let  it  thy  blood  impart  ; 
The  bread  thy  myftic  body  be. 
And  cheer  each  languid  htwt, 

6  The  grace  which  fure  falvation  brings. 

Let  us  herewith  receive  ; 
Satiate  the  hungry  with  good  things, 
The  hidden  manna  give. 

HYMN   .CCXXVIIL     PlymoutL 

H  O  is  this  that  comes  from  far. 
Clad  in  garments  dipt  in  blood  ? 
Strong  triumphant  traveller, 
Is  he  man,  or  is  he  God  ? 

"  I  jhat  fpeak  in  righteoufnefs. 
Son  of  God  and  inan  I  am, 

"  Mighty  to  redeem  your  race  : 
"  jefus  is  your  Saviour's  name." 

Wherefore  are  thy  garments  red, 

Dy'd  as  in  acrimfon  fea? 
They  that  in  a  wine-vat  tread, 

Are  not  ilain'd  fo  much  as  the<. 

"  I  the-  Father's  fav'rite  Son, 

"  Have  the  dreadful  wine-prefs  trod, 

^^  Borne  the  vengeful  wrath  alone, 
<'  All  the  flerccil  wrath  of  God." 


•J 
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HYMN     CCXXIX.      Plymouth, 
ESU,  dear  redeeming  Lord, 
Magnify  thy  dying  word, 
In  thine  ordinance  appear, 
Come  and  meet  thy  followers  here. 

In  the  rite  thou  haft  enjoin'dj 
Let  us  now  our  Saviour  find  ; 
Drink  thy  bloody  for  finners  filed, 
Talle  thee  in  the  broken  bread. 

Thou  our  faithful  hearts  prepare. 
Thou  thy  pard'ning  grace  declare  j 
Thou  that  haft  for  finners  dy'd. 
Shew  thyfelf  the  crucify'd  I 

All  the  power  of  fin  remove, 
Fill  us  with  thy  perfe6l  love. 
Stamp  us  with  the  ftamp  divine, 
Seal  our  fouls  for  ever  thine. 


J 


HYMN    CCXXX.     S.  M. 
ESU,  we  thus  obey 
Thy  laft  and  kindeft  word, 
Here  in  thine  own  appointed  way^ 
We  come  to  meet  our  Lord. 

The  way  thou  haft  enjoin'd. 
Thou  wilt  therein  appear : 

We  come  with  confidence  to  find 
Thy  fpecial  prefence  here. 

Whate*er  the  Almighty  can 
To  pardon'd  finners  give, 

Tlie  fulnefs  of  our  God  made  man 
We  here  with  Chrlft  recei'.^. 
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EXHORTING  and  BESEECHING  -^o 
RETURN  TO  GOD. 

HYMN     CCXXXL     Tallh^ 

2    /^  ALL  that  pafs  by,  to  Jefus  drawtiear, 
VJ^    He  utters  a  cry,  ye  finners,  give  ear ! 
From  hell  to  retrieve  you  he  fpreads  out  his 

hands : 
Novir,  nowr  to  receive  you,  he  gracioufly  ftaQds. 

2  If  any  man  thirft,  and  happy  would  be, 
The  vilell  and  worft  may  come  unto  me  ; 
May  drink  of  my  fpirit  (excepted  is  none) 
Lay  claim  to  my  ment^  and  take  for  his  own^ 

3  Whoever  receives  the  life-giving  word. 
In  Jefus  believes,  his  God  and  his  Lord, 
In  him  a  pure  river  of  life  fhall  arife, 
Shall  in  the  believer  fpriiig  up  to  the  iliies. 

4  My  God,  and  my  Lord !  thy  call  I  obey  j 
My  foul  on  thy  word  of  promife  I  ftay  : 
Thy  kind  invitation  I  gladly  embrace, 
Athirit  for  falvarion,  falvation  by  grace. 

5  O  haften  the  hour!   fend  down  from  above 
The  fpirit  of  power,  of  health,  and  of  love  ; 
Of  filial  fear,  of  knowledge  and  grace  ; 

Of  vvifdoip.;,  of  Draver,  of  iov.  ?,;id  of  T>r?.*v?/ 
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6  The  fpirit  of  faith,  of  faith  in  thy  blood, 
Which  faves  us  from  wrath,  and  brings  us  to 

God ; 
Removes  the  huge  mountain  of  indwelling  Tin, 
And  opens  a  fountain  that  waihcs  us  clean, 

HYMN     CCXXXII.     faVus. 

1  »'  I  ^  HY  faithfulnefs.  Lord,  each  ;iioment  wr 

1  find. 

So  true  to  thy  word,  fo  loving  and  kind  \ 
Thy  mercy  fo  tender  to  all  the  loft  race. 
The  fouleil  offender  may  turn  and  find  grace, 

2  The  mercy  I  feel,  to  others  I  ihew  : 
I  fet  to  my  feal  that  jefiis  is  true : 

Ye  all  may  find  favour,  who  come  at  Ms  cali  % 
O  come  to  my  Saviour  :   his  grace  is  for  all, 

3  To  fave  what  was  loft  from  heaven  he  came  ; 
Come,  finners,  and  truft  in  Jcfus's  name  ! 
He  offers  you  pardon,  he  bids  you  be  free  \ 
If  fiu  be  your  burden,  O  come  unto  me  I 

4  O  let  me  commend  my  Saviour  to  you, 

•     The  publican's  friend,  and  advocate  too  ; 
For  you  he  is  pleading  his  merits  and  death, 
With  God  interceding  for  linners  beneath'> 

5  Then  let  us  fubmit  his  grace  to  receive, 
Fail  down  at  his  feet,  and  gladly  believe  ; 
We  all  are  forgiven  for  Jefus's  fake  : 
0':r  tiklf  10  hcHven  his  merit  we  make. 

U 
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I}efcrihing  the  Pkafantnefs  of  Religion, 

HYMN    CCXXXIII.     Triumph. 

I    T3  EJO ICE  evermore  with  angels  above, 
X\.    In  Jefus's  pow'r,  in  Jefus^s  love  : 
"With  glad  exultation  your  triumph  proclaim, 
Afcribing  falvation  to  God  and  the  Lamb  ! 

a  Thou^  Lord,  our  relief  in  trouble  haft  been  : 
Haft  fav'd  us  from  grief,  haft  fav'd  us  from  fin  : 
The  powV  of  thy  Spirit  hath  fet  our  hearts  free. 
And  now  we  iaherit  all  fulnefs  in  thee. 

3  All  fulnefs  of  peax:e,  all  fulnefs  of  joy. 
And  fpiritual  blifs  that  never  fliall  cloy, 
To  us  it  is  given  in  Jefus  to  know 

A  kingdom  of  heaven,  a  heaven  below, 

4  No  longer  we  join,  while  finners  mvite^ 
Nor  envy  the  iwine  their  brutifh  delight ; 
Their  joy  is  all  fadnefs,  their  mirth  is  all  vain; 
Their  laughter  is  madnefs,  their  pleafuvt  is  pain. 

5  O  might  they  at  laft  with  forrow  return, 
The  pleafures  to  tafte  for  which  they  were  borns 
Our  Jefus  receiving,  our  happinefs  prove. 
The  joy  of  believing,  the  heaven  of  love. 

HYMN     CCXXXIV.     Dedication, 

I    "WY  E  ARY  fouls  that  wander  wide 
V  V      From  the  central  point  of  blifs, 
Turn  to  Jefus  crucifyM, 

Fly  to  thofe  dear  wounds  of  his  : 
Sink  into  the  purple  flood  ; 
Rife  in<.o  the  fife  of  God  ! 
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2  Rnd  in  Chrlft  the  way  of  peace, 

Peace  unfpeakable,  unknown  ; 
By  his  pain  he  gives  you  eafe, 

Life  by  his  expiring  groan  ; 
Rife  exalted  by  his  fall, 
Find  in  Chrift  your  all  in  all. 

3  O  believe  the  record  true, 

God  to  you  his  Son  hath  given  ! 
Ye  may  now  be  happy  too  : 

Find  on  earth  the  life  of  heaven  j 
Live  the  life  of  heaven  above, 
All  the  life  of  glorious  love. 
4.  This  the  univerfal  blifs, 

Blifs  for  every  foul  defign'd  ? 
God's  original  promife  this, 
..    God's  great  gift  to  all  mankind  i 
Bleft  in  Chrift  this  moment  be ! 
Bleft  to  all  eternity  ! 

HYMN    CCXXXV.     K'mgsiuood^ 

Defcrihing  of  jfuJgment. 

1  Q TAND  th'  omnipotent  decree! 
Ik3    Jehovah's  will  be  done  ! 
Nature's  end  we  wait  to  fee. 

And  hear  her  final  groan  : 
Let  this  earth  diflblve  and  blend 

In  death  the  wicked  and  the  juft, 
Let  thofe  pond'rous  orbs  defcend, 

And  grind  us  into  dull. 

2  Rells  fecure  the  righteous  man  : 

At  his  Redeemer's  beck, 
Sure  to  emerge  and  rife  again, 
And  mount  above  the  wreck. 


,0  i>EiLHIBING     HEAVEN, 

Lo  1  tlie  heavenly  fpint  towers, 
Like  flames  o'er  nature's  iua'ral  pyre, 
TnujnphvS  in  iinmortai  powers. 

And  claps  his  wings  of  fire  ! 
)   Nothing  hath  the  juil  to  lol'e 

By  worlds  on  worlds  deilroy*4#, 
For  beneath  his  feet  he  views 

With  fmiles  the  flaming  void; 
S^es  this  univerfe  renewM, 

The  grand  millenial  yicar  begun  ; 
ohouts  with  all  the  fons  of  God 

Around  th'  eternal  throne  I 
^,  Reft  in  jr  in  this  glorious  hope 

To  be  at  lafl  reftorM, 
Yield  we  now  our  bodies  up 

To  earthquake,  plague,  or  fword, 
Liffning  for  the  call  divine, 

The  lateft  trumpet  of  the  feven  ; 
Soon  our  foul  and  dull  ftiall  join. 

And  both  fly  up  to  heave^^ 

HYMN     CCXXXVI.     Funeral 

D.firibin^  of  Heaven. 

1  T  LONG  to  behold  him  arrayed 

X    With  glory  and  light  from  above. 
The  King  in  his  beauty  difplay*d, 

His  beauty  of  holieft  love  : 
I  langulfli  and  figh  to  be  there. 

Where  Jefus  hath  fix'd  his  abode ; 
O  when  fliali  we  meet  in  the  air, 

And  fly  to  the  mountain  of  God  i 

2  With  him  I  on  Sion  fliall  ftand 

(For  Jefus  hath  fpoken  the  word) 
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The  breadth  of  Immanud's  land 

Survey  by  the  light  of  my  Lord  : 
But  when  on  thy  bofom  reclinM 

Thy  face  1  am  ftrengthened  to  fee, 
My  fulnefs  of  rapture  1  find. 

My  heaven  of  heavens  in  thee. 
3  How  happy  the  people  that  dwell 

Secure  in  the  city  above  ! 
No  pain  the  inhabitants  feel, 

No  ficknefs  nor  forrow  fhall  prove  ; 
Phyfician  of  fouls,  unto  me 

Forgivenefs  and  holinefs  give  ; 
And  then  from  the  body  fet  free, 

And  then  to  the  city  receive. 

HYMN    CCXXXVII.     Bcxley. 

Praying  for  a  BieJJing. 
\    nr^HOU  Son  of  God,  vvhofe  flaming  eyes 
I       Our  inmoil  thoughts  perceive. 
Accept  the  evening-facrifice. 
Which  now  to  thee  we  give. 
Z  We  bow  before  thy  gracious  throne, 
And  think  onifelves  fmcere  : 
But  fhew  us,  Lord,   is  every  one 
Thy  real  worflilpper  ? 

3  Is  here  a  foul  that  knows  thee  not, 

Nor  feels  his  want  of  thee  ? 
A  ft  ranger  to  the  blood  which  bought 
His  pardon  on 'the  tree  ? 

4  Convince  him  now  of  unbelief. 

His  dcfperate  ftate  explain  : 
And  fill  liis  heart  with  facred  grief. 
And  penitential  pain. 

U2 
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5  Speak  with  that  voice  which  wakes  the  dead. 
And  bid  the  deeper,  rife, 
And  bid  his  guih)--  confcience  dread 
The  death  that  never  dies. 

•6  Extort  the  cry,  What  muft  be  done 

To  fave  a  wretch  hke  me  ?  ' 

How  {h^M  a  trembling  fmner  (hun 
That  endlefs  mifery  ? 

7   I  miift  this  inftant  now  begin 
Out  of  my  fieep  to  wake  ; 
And  turn  to  God,  and  cv'iy  fin 
Continually  forfake. 

$  1  mud  for  faith  incefTant  ciy, 

And  v.Teftk,  Lord,  with  thee  ! 
I  muft  be  born  again  or  die 
To  all  eternity  ! 
HYMN    CCXXXVIII.     j^uIricL 

1  /^  OME,  O  thou  all-vi6torious  Lord, 
%^    Thy  pow'r  to  us  make  known  : 
Strike  with  the  hammer  of  thy  word, 

And  break  thefe  hearts  of  ftone. 

2  O  that  we  all  might  now  begin 

Our  foolifhnefs  to  mourn  ! 
And  turn  at  once  from  ev'ry  fm, 
And  to  the  Saviour  turn. 

3  Give  us  ourfelves  and  thee  to  knov^ 

In  this  our  gracious  day  ; 

Repentance  unto  life  beitow. 

And  take  our  fins  away. 

^,  Conclude  us  hrft  in  unbelief^ 

Aud  freely  then  reieafe ; 
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Fill  every  foul  with  facred  grief. 
And  then  with  facred  peace. 

5  Impoverifii,  Lord,  and  then  relieve. 

And  then  enrich  the  poor  ; 
The  kaov.'ledge  of  our  ficknefs  give, 
The  knowledge  of  our  cure. 

6  That  blefied  fenfe  of  guilt  impart. 

And  then  remove  the  load  ; 
Trouble  and  wafh  the  troubled  heart 
In  the  atoning  blood. 

7  Our  defperate  ftate  through  fin  declare. 

And  fpeak  our  fms  forgiven  ; 
By  perfe6l  holinefs  prepare, 
And  take  us  up  to  heaven. 

HYMN    CCXXXIX.     IVcnv^.. 

Defcrlbing  Formal  Religion. 

1  1*     ONG  hi»ve  I  feem'd  to  ferve  thee,  Lord' 

JL^    With  unavailing  pain  ; 
Faftcd,  and  pray'd,  and  read  thy  word, 
And  heard  it  preachM  in  vain. 

2  Oft  did  I  with  th'  afTembly  join, 

And  near  thy  altar  dr^w, 

A  form  of  godlincfs  was  mine, 

The  pow'r  I  never  knew. 

3  I  lifted  m  the  outward  law, 

Nor  knew  its  deep  defign; 
The  length  and  breadth  I  never  faw. 
And  height  of  love  divine. 

4  To  pkafe  thee  thus,  at  2ength  I  fee. 

Vainly  I  hop'd  and  ft  rove : 
For  wli^t  are  outward  things  to  thce^ 
Ui/1-.'fs  they  fpring  from  love  I 
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5  I  fee  the  perfedl  law  requires 

Truth  in  the  inward  parts  ; 
Our  full  confent,  our  whole  defires. 
Our  undivided  hearts. 

6  But  I  of  means  have  made  my  boaft, 

0/  means  an  idol  made  : 
The  fpirit  in  the  letter  loft, 
The  fubftance  in  the  fliade. 

7  Where  am  I  riow,  or  what  my  hope  I 

What  can  my  weaknefs  do  ? 
Jefus,  to  thee  my  foul  looks  up  ; 
'Tis  thou  muft  make  it  new. 

HYMN     CCXL.     Bexley. 

For  Mourners  convinced  of  Sin, 

1  d^.  O  D  is  in  this  and  ev'ry  place  j 
*V_T    But  O  how  dark  and  void 
To  me  !    'tis  one  great  wildernefs. 

This  earth,  without  my  God. 

2  Empty  of  him  who  all  things  fills. 

Till  he  his  light  impart ; 
Till  he  his  glorious  felf  reveals. 
The  veil  is  on  my  heart. 

3  O  thou  who  feeft  and  knoweft  my  grief, 

Thyfelf  unfeen,  unknown, 
Pity  my  helplefs  unbelief, 
And  take  away  the  ftone. 

4  Regard  me  wi-h  m  gracicus  eye. 

The  long-fought  bieffing  give  : 
And  bid  me  at  the  point  to  die. 
Behold  thv  face  and  live. 


For  Mqcjrners  hrou^^U  to  the  Birth.  235 

5  A  darker  foitl  did  never  yet 

Thy  promis'd  help  implore  : 
O  that  I  now  my  Lord  might  meet, 
And  never  lofe  him  more  ! 

6  Now,  Jefus,  now  the  Father's  love 

Shed  In  my  heart  abroad  ; 
The  middle  wall  of  fin  remove^ 
And  let  me  into  God. 

HYMN     CCXLI.     Feitcr^Lane. 

For  Mourners  brought  to  the  Birth. 

I   'Tn  HOU  hidden  God,  for  whom  I  groins 
X     Till  thou  thyfelf  declare  ; 
God  inaccefuble,  unknown, 
Regard  a  finner's  pray'r  : 
■t  A  finner  wslt*nng  in  his  blood, 
UnpurgM  and  unforgiv'n  ; 
Far  diftant  from  the  living  Godv 
As  far  as  hell  from  heav*n. 
3.  An  unregenVate  child  of  man, 
To  thee  for  faith  I  call  : 
Pity  thy  faU*n  creature's  pain. 
And  raife  me  from  my  fall  ! 
^  The  darknefs  which  thro'  thee  I  feei^ 
Thou  only  canft  remove  ; 
Thy  own  eteraal  pow'r  reveal, 
"rhe  Deity  of  Love  ! 
5  ThoTi  l^aiT:  in  unbelief  ibut  up, 
That  grace  may  let  me  go  ; 
In  hope  believing  againll  hope, 
I  wait  the  truth  to  know, 
%  Thou  wilt  in  me  reveal  thy  name, 
Thoa  wilt  thy  light  afford  : 
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Bound  and  opprefsM,  yet  thine  I  am, 
The  prifoner  of  the  Lord. 

,7  I  would  not  to  thy  foe  fubml; ; 
I  hate  the  tyrant's  chain  ; 
Send  forth  thy  prifoner  from  the  pit, 
Nor  let  me  cry  in  vain. 

8  Shew  me  the  blood  that  bought  my  peace, 

Th<^  covenant  blood  apply, 
And  all  my  griefs  at  once  fhall  ceafe. 
And  all  my  fms  fhall  die. 

9  Now,  Lord,  if  thou  art  pow*r,  defoend  ^ 

The  mountain  fm  remove  ; 
My  unbelief  and  troubles  end. 
If  thou  art  truth  and  love  1 

10  Speak  Jefu,  fpeak  into  my  heart. 

What  thou  for  me  haft  done ; 
One  grain  of  living  faith  impart, 
And  God  is  all  my  own. 

HYMN    CCXLIL     Pud/ey. 

Cmvjnced  of  Backjlidtng, 

t    ''  'I'"*  HOU  man  of  griefs,  remember  me, 
X      Who  never  canll  thyfelf  forget, 
Thy  laft  myfterious  agony, 

Thy  fainting  pangs,  and  bloody  fweat  i 

2  When  wreftling  in  the  ftrength  of  prayer, 

Thy  fpirit  funk  beneath  its  load. 
Thy  feeble  fleili  abhorr'd  to  bear 
The  wrath  of  an  Almighty  God, 

3  Father,  if  I  may  call  thee  fo, 

Regard  my  fearful  heart's  d^efire^ 
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Remove  this  load  of  guilty  woe. 
Nor  let  me  in  my  fins  expire  ! 

4  I  tremble,  left,  the  wrath  divine. 

Which  bruifes  now  my  wretched  foul, 
Should  bruifc  this  wretched  foul  of  mint 
Long  as  eternal  ages  roll. 

5  To  thee  my  lall  diftrefs  I  bring  ! 

The  heightened  fear  of  death  I  find  j 
The  tyrant,  brandifhing  his  fting, 
Appears,  and  hell  is  clofe  behind. 

6  I  deprecate  that  death  alone. 

That  erdlefs  banifhment  from  thee  ; 
O  fave  and  give  me  to  thy  Son, 

Who  trembled,  wept,  and  bled  for  me^ 

HYMN     CCXLIII.     Dedkaiiom 

For  Mourners  Recovered. 

1  TESU,  Shepherd  of  the  (heep, 
J     Pity  my  unfettl'd  foul ; 
Guide,  and  nourifh  me  and  keep^ 

Till  thy  love  (hall  make  me  whole  i 
Give  me,  perfc<5l  foundnefs  give, 
Make  me  Iteadfailly  believe. 

2  I  am  never  at  one  ilay  ; 

Changing  ev'ry  hour  I  am  : 
But  thou  art  as  yefterday. 

Now  and  evermore  the  fame  ; 
Conftancy  to  me  impart, 
'Stablifh  with  thy  grace  my  heart. 

3  Lay  thy  weighty  crofs  on  me. 

All  my  unbelief  controul : 
Till  the  rebel  ceafc  to  be, 

Keqi  him  down  witiiin  my  loul ; 
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That  he  never  roorc  may  move. 
Root  and  ground  me  fail  in  lov?. 

4  Give  me  faith  to  hold  me  up. 

Walking  over  life's  rough  fea  ; 

Holy,  purifying  hope 

Still  my  foul's  fure  anchor  be  $ 

That  I  may  be  always  thine, 

Perfect  me  in  love  divine. 

HYMN     CCXLIV.     HamUtotCs, 

I    f^  FT  I  in  my  heart  have  faid, 
V^    Who  iliall  afcend  on  high, 
Mount  to  Chrift  my  glorious  head. 

And  bring  him  from  the  (ky  ? 
Borne  on  contemplation's  wing. 

Surely  I  fliall  find  him  there. 
Where  the  angels  praife  their  king,A 

And  gain  the  morning-ftar. 

a  Oft  I  in  m.y  heart  have  faid. 

Who  to  the  deep  fhall  ftoop. 
Sink  with  Chrift  among  the  dead 

From  thence  to  bring  him  up/ 
Could  I  but  my  heart  prepare 

By  unfeign'd  humility, 
Chrift  would  quickly  enter  thei'Cv 

And  ever  dwell  with  ii.e. 

3   But  the  righteoufnefs  ef  faith 

Hath  taught  me  better  thiitv^s  ? 

"Inward  turn  thine  eyes*'  (it  faitl^ 

While  Cbrlilto  me  itbHn^-^ 
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**  Chrift  IS  ready  to  impart 

"  Life  to  all,  for  life  who  figh  ; 
«'  In  thy  mouth,  and  in  thy  heart 
**  The  word  is  ever  nigh." 
HYMN    CCXLV.     0%. 
For  Believers  Fighting, 

OMay  thy  powerful  word 
Infpire  a  feeble  worm, 
To  rufh  into  thy  kingdom,  Lord, 

And  take  it  as  by  ilorm  ! 
O  may  we  all  improve 

The  grace  already  given, 
To  feize  the  crown  of  perfefi:  love, 
And  fcale  the  mount  of  heaven  ! 
HYMN    CCXLVI.     Sheffield, 
For  Believers  Praying. 
\   f^^  Wond'rous  power  of  faithful  prayer  i 
V^  What  tongue  can  tell  th*  almighty  grace' 
God's  hands  or  bound  or  open  arCj 

As  Mofes  or  Elijah  prays  ; 
Let  Mofes  in  the  Spirit  groan, 
And  God  cries  out,  "  Let  me  alone  f 

2  "  Let  me  alone  that  all  my  v/rath 

*'  May  rife,  the  wicked  to  confume  * 
"  While  Juih'ce  h^ars  thy  praying  faith, 

*'  It  cannot  feal  the  finner's  doom  ; 
""*  My  Son  is  in  my  fervant's  pray'r, 
"  And  Jefus  forces  ine  to  fpare." 

3  O  blefied  word  of  gofpel -grace, 

Which  now  we  for  our  IfracI  plead  1 
A  faithkfs  and  backfliding  race, 

IVJJom  thou  haft  out  of  Egypt  freed ; 
X 
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O  do  not  then  in  wrath  chaftife, 
Nor  let  thy  whole  difpleafure  rife  ! 

4  Father  !   we  aflc  in  Jefu's  name, 

In  Jefu's  pow'r  and  fpirit  pray, 
Divert  thy  vengeful  thunder's  aim  !•  -  ^ 

O  turn  thy  threatening  wrath  away  ! 
Our  guilt  and  punifhment  remrye, 
And  magnify  thy  pard'ning  love  ! 

5  Father  !   regard  thy  pleading  Son, 

Accept  his  all-availing  p.ayer, 
And  fend  a  peaceful  anRvcr  down;. 

In  honour  of  our  fpokefman  there, 
Whofe  blood  proclaims  our  fi..s  forgiven, 
And  fpeaks  thy  rebels  up  to  iicaven. 

HYMN    CCXLVIL     JJlin^on. 

For  Belle'vers   Walch'ing, 

1  "13  lERCE,  fill  me  with  an  humble  fear  j 

17^    My  utter  helplefln-ifs  reveal : 
Satan  and  fin  are  always  near- 
Thcc  nmy  I  always  nea-er  itfl. 

2  O  !   'chat  to  thee  my  conltri  t  mind 

Might  with  an  even  flame  afoii-e  t 
Pride  in  its  earlieft  motions  5.nd, 
And  mark  the  rifmgs  of  def  re. 

3  O  !   that  my  tender  foul  mif:()t  fly 

The  firil  abhorr'd  approach  of  ill  j 
Quick  as  the  tipple  o£  an  eye 

The  flightelt  touch  ^f  fin  to  feel ! 

4  Till  thou  anew  my  foUl  create, 

Still  may  I  llrive,  and  watch,  and  pray.> 
Humbly  and  confidently  wait, 
And  long  to  f:.e  the  perfefi  ^?.y.- 
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HYMN    CCXLVIIL     23*/  Pfahn. 
For  'Believers   Working. 
%    "^l^T  HEN  quiet  in  my  boufe  I  fit, 

V  V      Thy  book  be  my  companion  {till  J-, 
My  joy,  thy  fayings  to  repeat, 

Talk  o'er  the  records  of  thy  will  ; 
And  fearch  the  oracles  divine, 
Till  ev'ry  hearc-felt  word  be  mine. 
3   O  may  tiie  gracious  words  divine 
Subjeft  of  all  my  converfe  be  ; 
So  will  the  Lord  his  follower  join. 

And  walk  and  talk  himfelf  with  me  i 
So  iliall  my  heart  his  prefence  prove. 
And  burn  with  everlailing  love. 
3   Oft  as  I  lay  me  down  to  reft, 
O  may  the  reconciling  word 
Sweetly  compofe  my  weary  breaft, 

Whi'C  on  the  bofom  of  my  Lord 
I  fink  in  blifsful  dreams  away, 
And  \  iliors  of  eter  .m1  day  t 
A   R'fing  to  fing  m;"^  Saviour^s  prsife. 
Thee  :r,ay  I  pabliia  ail  day  long, 
Ard  let  thy  precious  word  of  grace 

FiG "v  from  my  heart  and  fill  my  tongue ; 
Fill  all  my  life  with  purelt  love. 
And  join  me  to  thy  church  above. 

HYMN     CCXLIX,     Marlcnhoum. 
For  •Be/';r-vfrs   Sujfer'ing. 
I    p  >^  ASTERi    I  own  thy  lawful  claim, 
JlY^    Thine,  wholly  thine,   I  long  to  be  f 
Thou  feed  at  lad  I  willing  am, 

Where'er  thou  go'Il^to  follow  thee  j 
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Myfelf  in  all  things  to  deny  : 
Thine,  wholly  thine,  to  live  and  die. 

2  Whate'er  my  finful  fiefh  requires, 

For  thee  I  cheerfully  forego  ; 
My  covetous  and  vain  defires. 

My  hopes  of  happinefs  below ;' 
My  fenfes'  and  my  paflions'  food. 
And  all  my  thirft  for  creature  good. 

3  Pleafure,  and  weallh,  and  praife  no  more 

Shalilead  my  captive  foul  aftray  ; 
My  fond  purfuits  I  all  give  o'er. 

Thee,  only  thee  refolv'd  t*  obey  ; 
My  own  in  all  things  to  refign. 
And  know  no  other  will  but  thine. 

4  All  pow'r  is  thine  in  earth  and  heaven  ;  - 

All  falnefs  dwells  in  thee  alone  ; 
Whati'er  I  have  was  freely  giv'n  ; 

Nothing  but  fin  1  call  my  own  : 
Other  propriety  difclaim  : 
Thou  only  art  the  great  I  AM. 

^  Wherefore  to  thee  I  all  refign  ; 

Being  thou  art,  and  Love,  and   Pow*r  j 
Thy  only  will  be  done,  not  mine! 

Thee,  Lord,  let  earth  and  heav*n  adored 
Flow  back  the  rivers  to  the  fea. 
And  let  our  all  be  loft  in  thee  ! 

HYMN    CCL.     Kings-wood. 

X    f^  AST  on  the  fidelity 
\^y    Of  my  redeeming  Lord', 
I  fhall  his  falvation  fee 
According  to  hi^vord  if 
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Credence  to  his  word  I  give, 

My  Saviour  in  diilreffes  pad 
Will  not  now  his  fervant  leave, 

But  bring  me  through  at  laft. 

2  Better  than  my  boding  fears 

'    To  me  thou  oft  haft  prov'd ; 
Oft  obferv'd  my  lilent  tears, 

And  challeng'd  thy  belov'd  : 
Mercy  to  my  rcfcue  flew. 

And  death  ungrafp'd  his  fainting  prey  ; 
'Pain  before  thy  fare  withdrew, 

And  forrow  fled  awa}'-. 

3  Now  as  yefterday  the  fame, 

In  all  my  troubles  nigh, 
Jefus,  on  thy  word  and  name 

I  fteadfallly  rely  : 
Sure  as  now  the  grief  I  feel, 

The  promis'd  joy  I  foon  fliall  have; 
SavM  again,  to  finners  tell 
■  Thy  power  and  will  to  fave. 

4  To  thy  bleiTed  will  rciign'd, 

And  flay 'd  on  that  alone, 
I  thy  perfe6^  ftrength  fliall  find^ 

Thy  faithful  m.ercies  own  ; 
CompafsM  round  with  fongs  of  praife. 

My  all  to  my  P.edeemer  give  ; 
Spread  thy  miracles  of  grace. 
And  for  thv  glory  live. 

HYMN    CCLL     milirg. 
I    ^T"^  Hou  Lamb  ofGod,  thou  prince  of  Peace, 
J_      For  thee  my  thirfty  foul  doth  pine  [ 
My  longing  heart  implores  thy  grace  : 
O  make  me  in  thy  likenefs  flvne  I 

X  2- 


I 
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2  With  fraudlefs,  even,  humble  mind, 

Thy  will  in  all  things  may  I  fee  ! 
In  love  be  every  wifh  refigu'd. 

And  hallow'd  my  whole  heart  to  thee* 

3  When  pain  o*er  my  weak  flefii  prevails, 

With  lamb-like  patience  arm  my  bread ; 
When  grief  my  wounded  foul  afTaih, 
In  lowly  meeknefs  may  I  relt. 

4  Clofe  by  thy  fide  ftill  may  I  keep, 

Howe'er  life's  various  currents  flow  j 
With  fteadfaft  eye  mark  ev'ry  itep, 
And  foliow  thee  where'er  thou  go. 

^  Thou,  Lord,  the  dreadful  fight  haft  won  ; 
Alone  tl)ou  haft  the  wine  prefs  trod  ; 
In  me  thy  ftrength'nlng  grace  be  fliowsi, 
O  may  I  conquer  through  thy  blood  \ 

^  So  when  on  Sion  thou  llialt  ftand, 

And  all  heaven's  hofts  adore  iheir  King, 
Shall  I  be  found  at  thy  right  hand. 
And  free  from  pain  thy  glories  fing. 

HYMN     CCLII.     A'h/one. 

I     TESU,  the  weary  wand'rers'  reft, 
J     Give  me  thy  eafy  yoke  to  bear  j 
W^ith  fteadi'aft  patience  arm  my  breait,. 
With  fpotlefs  love,  and  lowly  fear« 
i  Thankful  I  take  the  cup  from  thee, 
Prepar'd  and  mingled  by  thy  fkill, 
Though  bitter  to  the  tafte  it  be. 
Powerful  the  wounded  foul  to  heal. 
3  Be  thou,  O  Rock  of  ages,  nigh  ! 

♦S.o  {hi)}  each  murqiiunng  tho'.^g'^it  h-"  gf>^'^  |- 
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And  grief,  and  fear,  and  care  fhall  fly- 
As  clouds  before  a  mid-day  fun. 
L  Speak  to  my  warring  paffions,  "  Peace;'* 
Say  to  my  troubled  heart,  *'  Be  ftill  ;'- 
Thy  power  my  llrength  and  fortrefs  is. 
For  all  things  ferve  thy  fov'relgn  will. 
:  O  death  !   where  is  thy  fting  ?  where  now 
Thy  boafted  viftory,  O  grave  ? 
Who  (hall  contend  with  God?  or  who 
Can  hurt  whom  God  delights  to  fave  ? 

HYMN    CCLIII.     Athkne, 

For  Believers  groaning  for  full  Redempiion^ 

I    f^   GOD    moll  merciful  and  true, 
\^    Thy  nature  to  my  fou!  impart  j 
-^Stablifn  with  me  the  covenant  new, 
And  write  perfeftion  on  my  heart, 

5   To  real  holinefs  reftor'd, 

0  let  me  gain  my  Saviour's  mind  ; 
And  in  the  knowledge  of  my  L-ord 

Fnlnefs  of  life  eternal  find. 
\   Remember,  Lord,  my  fins  no  more. 

That  them  I  may  no  more  forget  j 
But  funk  in  guiltlefs  fiiame,  adore 

With  fpeechlefs  wonder  at  thy  feet. 
y  O'erwhelm'd  with  thy  itupendous  grate - 

1  fhall  not  in  thy  prefence  move  ; 
But  breathe  unutterable  praife. 

And  rapturous  awe,  and  filent  love. 
;  Then  ev*ry  murmuring  thought,  and  v.gin;, 
Expires,  in  fweet  confufion  loft  : 
I  cannot  of  my  crofs  complain, 
J  cannot  of  my  goodnefs  boaft. 
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6  Pardon'd  for  all  that  I  have  done, 
My  mouth  as  in  the  duft  I  hide. 
And  glory  give  to  God  alone, 
My  God,  for  ever  pacify 'd  ! 

HYMN     CCLIV.      Irwllatlon. 
For  Believers  brought  to  the  Birth. 

1  f^  GOD,  to  whom  in  flefh  reveal'd 
\^j    The  heiplefs  al!  for  fuccour  came  ; 
The  fick  to  be  reliev'd  and  heal'd, 

And  found  falvntion  in  thy  name. 

2  "With  publicans  and  harlots  I, 

In  thefe  thy  Spirit's  gofpel-days. 
To  thee,  the  fmner's  friend,  draw  nigh, 
Andihumbly  fue  for  faving  grace. 

3  Thou  feed  me  heiplefs  and  diilrefs'd. 

Feeble,  and  faint,  and  blind,  and  poor  \ 
Weary  I  come  to  thee  for  reft. 
And  fick  of  fin,  implore  a  cure. 

4  My  fin^s  incurable  difeafe, 

-'        Thou,  Jefns, .  tl^'  alone  caiifc  heal : 
Infplre  me  with  thy  pow'r  and  peace, 
■   And  pardon  on  my  confcience  feah 

5  A  touch,  a  word,  a  look  from  thee, 

Can  turn  my  heart  and  make  it  clean. 
Purge  the  foul,  inbred  leprofy. 
And  fave  me  from  my  bofom-fin. 

6  Lord,  if  thou  wilt,  I  do  believe, 

Thou  canft  the  faving  grace  impart ; 
Thou  canft  this  inftant  now  forgive. 
And  flamp  thine  image  on  m.y  heart. 

7  My  heart,  udiich  now  to  thee  I  raife, 

I  know  thou  canft  this  moment  ckanfe  ; 
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The  deeped  ftains  of  fin  effacs, 

And  drive  the  evil  fpirit  hence. 
%  Be  it  according  to  thy  word  ! 

Accomplifh  now  thy  work  in  me-j 
And  let  my  foul  to  health  rcftor'd,./ 

Devote  its  little  all  to  thee ! 

HYMN    CCLV.     Welling. 

1  T  E  S  U,  thy  Car-extended  fame 

J     My  drooping  fouls  exults  to  hear; 
Thy  nr4me,  thy  all-reftoring  nam?;, 
Is  mufic  in  a  finner's  ear. 

2  Sinners  of  old  thou  didft  receive 

VvHth  comfortable  words  and  kind  ; 
Their  forrows  cheer,  their  wants  relieve^ 
Heal  the  difeas'd  and  cure  the  blin(^, 

3  And  art  thou  not  the  Saviour  ftill, 

In  ev'ry  place  and  age  the  fame  ? 
Haft  thou  forgot  thy  gracious  fliiUs 
Or  loft  the  virtue  of  thy  name  f 

4  Faith  in  thy  chan^^jelefs  name  I  have  ; 

The  good,  the  kind  phyfician,,  tho^^. 
Art  able  now  our  fouls  to  fave, 
Art  willing  to  rettore  them  jnow. 

J  Though  feventeen  hundred  years  are  paft 
Since  thou  didft  in  the  flefh  appear. 
Thy  tender  mercies  ever  laft, 

And  ftill  thy  healing  pow'r  13  here, 

6  Wouldft  thou  the  body's  health  reftore, 
And  not  regard  the  Hn-fick  foul  ? 
The  fin-fick  foul  thou  lov'ft  mu(;h  more. 
And  furely  thou  fhah  make  it  whol«< 
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^  All  my  difeafe,  ray  ev'ry  fin, 
To  thee,  O  Jefus,  I  confefs  : 
In  pardon,   Lord,  my  cure  begln» 
And  perfe6:   me  In  holinefs. 

8  That  token  of  thy  utmoft  good, 

Now,  Savkour,  now  on  me  bellow^ 
And  purge  my  confclence  with  thy  blood, 
■    And  wafli  my  nature  white  as  fnow. 

Ji  Y  M  N    CCLVI.     Miificiates. 
For  thi  Society  Praying. 

1  "T?  XCEPT  the  Lord  condud  the  plan, 
'^    Jjj    The  beft-concerted  fchemes  are  vain, 

And.  never  can  fucceed  ;     ' 
We  fpend  our  wretched  ftiength  for  nought  j 
But  if  our  works  in  thee  are  wrought, 

They  {luaU  be  bled  indeed. 

2  Lord,  if  thou  didd  thyfdf  infpire 
Our  fouls  with  this  intenfe  defire, 

Thy  goodnefs  to  proclaim  ; 
Thy  glory  if  we  now  intend, 
G  let  our  deed  begin  and  end 

Complete  in  Jefu's  name  ! 

3  In  Jefu's  name  behold  we  meet. 
Far  from  an  evil  world  retreat. 

And  £ll|  its  frantic  ways  ; 
One  only  thing  refolv'd  to  know. 
And  fquare  our  ufeful  lives  below 

By  reafon  and  by  grace. 

4  Not  In  the  tombs  we  pine  to  dwell, 
Not  in  the  dark  monadic  cell, 

'    By  vows  and  grates  confin'd  i 
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Freely  to  all  ourfelves  we  givfe, 
Conftrain'd  by  Jefu's  love  to  live 
The  fervants  of  mankind. 

5  Now,  Jefu,  now  thy  love  impart, 
To  govern  each  devoted  heart. 

And  fit  us  for  thy  will ! 
peep  founded  in  the  truth  of  grace, 
Build  up  thy  rifing  church,  and  place 

The  city  on  the  hill. 

6  O  let  oiir  love  and  faith  abound  ! 
O  let  our  lives  to  all  around 

With  pureft  luilre  fliine  ! 
That  all  around  our  works  may  fee. 
And  give  the  glory.  Lord,  tp  thee, 

The  heavenly  light  divine  ! 

HYMN    CCLVtL     Worc^dr. 

A  Pajlordl  Hymn. 

I    T_T  O  W  beauteous  are  their  feet 
JTi.   Who  ftand  on  Zion's  hill, 
That  bring  falvation  on  their  tongues,-, 
And  words  of  peace  reveal  I 

1   How  charming  is  their  voice, 
Sofweet  the  tidings  are  1 
**  Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King  \ 
**  He  reigns  and  triumph^  here.* ' 

3  Ho.v  happy  are  our  ears, 

Tl.rtt  hear  this  joyful  found/--       . 
Waica  kings  and  prophets  waited  ibr^ 
And  fought  but  never  found  I 
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^  How  blefled  are  our  eyes 

That  fee  this  heavenly  light  j 
Prophets  and  kings  defir'^d  it  long, 
But  dy*d  without  the  fight, 

5  The  watchmen  join  their  voieeV 

And  tuneful  notes  employ  ; 

Jerufalem  breaks  forth  in  fongs^ 

And  deferts  learn  the  joy. 

6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 

Through  all  the  earth  abroad  j 
X*et  ev*ry  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God. 


HYMN    CCLVIIL     Sf,  PauN, 


t   T     OVERS  of  pleafure  more  than  God^ 
JLi    For  you  he  fuffer'd  pain  ; 
Swearers,  for  you  he  fpllt  his  blood ; 
And  fhall  he  bleed  in  vain  ? 

7  Mifcrs,  his  life  for  you  he  paid, 
Your  bafeft.^rlmes  he  bore  ; 
Drunkards,  y&ur  fins  on  him  were  laid,^ 
That  you  might  fin  no  more. 

5  The  God  cf  love,  tc  earth  he  came, 
That  you  might  come  to  heaven  5 
Believe,  believe  in  Jefu's  name, 

Ard  all  your  fuiS  forgiver, 
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21  Believe  in  him  that  dy'd  for  thee  ; 
And  fure  as  he  hath  died, 
Thy  debt  is  paid,  thy  foul  is  free^ 
And  thou  art  juftified, 

HYMN    CCLIX.     Handers  Marth 

J   TT  A  k  it !  how  the  watchmen  cry  i 
XjL    Attend  the  trumpet's  found  ; 
Stand  to  your  arms  !  the  foe  is  nigh  1 

The  powers  of  hell  furround  : 
Who  bow  to  Chrift's  command. 

Your  arms  and  hearts  prepare  ; 
The  day  of  battle  is  at  hand ! 

Go  forth  to  glorious  war  ! 

2  See  on  the  mountain-top 

The  llandard  of  our  God  ! 
In  Jefu's  name  I  lift  it  up, 

All  itain'd  with  hallow'd  bloods 
His  ftandard-bearer  1 

To  all  the  nations  call : 
Let  all  to  Jefu's  crofs  draw  nigh  \ 

He  bore  the  crofs  for  all. 

3  Go  iip  with  Chrift  youf  Head, 

Your  Captain's  footfteps  fee  : 
Follow  yodr  Captain  and  be  led 

To  certain  victory. 
All  power  to  him  is  given  : 

He  ever  reigns  the  fame  : 
■Salvation,  happinefs,  and  heav^  -^  J 

Are  all  irt  Jefu's  name. 

y 
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^  Only  hare  faith  in  God  : 

In  faith  your  foes  aflail: 
Not  wreitHng  againil  flefh  and  blood. 

But  all  the  powers  of  hell : 
From  thrones  of  glory  driven, 

By  iiaming  vengeancef  hurPd, 
They  throng  the  air  and  darken  heaven. 

And  rule  the  lower  world. 

HYMN    CCLX.     CarfB, 
X  -TXTATCH'D  by  the  world^s  malignant 

Who  load  us  with  reproach  and  (hame : 
As  fervants  of  the  Lord  moil  high. 

As  zealous  for  hi?  glorious  name, 
We  ought  in  all  his  paths  to  move 
With  holy  fear  and  humble  love. 

2  That  wifdom,  Lord,  on  us  beftow, 

From  every  evil  to  depart, 
To  ftop  the  mouth  of  every  foe : 

While,  upright  both  in  life  and  heartj^ 
The  proof  of  godly  fear  we  give, 
And  fhew  them  how  the  Chriftians  live. 

HYMN    CCLXL     Mtificianh. 
For  Believers  hrought  to  the  Birth, 


On 


Glorious  hope  of  perfeft  love  ' 
lifts  me  up  to  things  above  ' 
It  b^rs  oa  eagles'  wings  •, 
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It  gives  my  ravifh'd  foul  to  tafte, 
And  makes  me  for  fome  moments  feaft 
With  Jefu*s  priefts  and  kings. 


The  things  eternal  I  purfut*, 
A  happinefs  beyond  the  view 

Of  thofe  that  bafely  pant. 
For  things  by  nature  felt  and  feen ; 
Their  honours,  wealth,  and  pleafures  jncap^ 

I  neither  have  nor  want- 
Nothing  on  earth  I  call  my  own  t 
A  ftranger  to  the  world  unknown, 

I  all  their  goods  defpife  ; 
I  trample  on  their  whole  delight. 
And  feek  a  country  out  of  fight, 

A  country  in  the  &ies. 

There  is  my  houfe  and  portion  fair. 
My  treafure  and  my  heart  is  there-p 

And  my  abiding  home  ; 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  Hay, 
And  angels  beckon  me  away,  -         ., 

And  Jefus  bids  me  come  1 

I  come,  thy  fervant,  Lord,  replies, 
I  come  to  meet  thee  in  the  flcies, 

And  claim  my  heavenly  reft  ; 
N  nv  let  the  pilgrim^s  journey  end. 
Now,  O  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friendjo 

Receive  me  to  ^y  breaft  ! 
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HYMN    CCLXII.     Dedication, 

I   XTTT  HY  not  now,  my  God,  my  God  ( 
V  V      Ready  if  thou  always  art. 
Make  in  me  thy  mean  abode. 

Take  poffeffion  of  my  heart ; 
If  thou  canft  fo  greatly  bow, 
Friend  of  fmners,  \yhy  not  now?' 

$-  Cod  of  love  in  this  my  day 
^"  For  thyfelf  to  thee  I  cry  j 
Dying,  if  thou  ftill  delay 

Mull  I  not  for  ever  die  ? 
Enter  now  thy  pooreft  home  : 
Now,  my  utmofl:  Saviour,  come. 

HYMN     CCLXIII.     Hamilton's, 

s   "VT  O  W,  even  now,  I  yield,  I  yield, 
JlVI     With  all  my  fms  to  part  j 
Jefus,  fpeak  my  pardon  feaPd,  ' 

And  purify  my  heart !  

Purge  the  love  of  fin  away. 

Then  I  into  nothing  fall : 
Then  I  fee  the  perfeft  day ; 

And  Chrift  is  all  in  all. 

s  Jefu,  now  our  hearts  infpire 

With  that  pure  love  of  thine  ^ 
Kindle  r|Ow  the  heavenly  fire 

To  tirighfeea-and  refine : 
Purify  our  faith  like  gold  : 

All  the  drofs  of  fin  remove  ; 
Melt  our  {pirits  down,  and  mouy. 

Into  thy  perfed  love. 
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HYMN     CCLXIV.     JngeUSong, 
For  Believers  Interceding, 

PART    THE    FIRST. 

1  TJ^  ATHER,  if  juftly  ftill  we  claim 
i^     To  us  and  ours  the  promffe  mad^, 
To  us  be  gracloufly  the  fame, 

And  crown  with  living  fire  our  head. 

2  Our  claim  admit,  and  from  above 

Of  holinefs  the  fpirit  fnower. 
Of  wife  difcernment,  humble  love. 
And  zeal,  and  unity,  and  power* 

3  The  fpirit  of  convincing  fpeech, 

Of  power  demonftrative  impart : 
Such  as  may  every  confcience  reach, 
And  found  the  unbelieving  heart  s 

4  The  fpirit  of  refining  fire, 

Searching  the  inmoft  of  the  mind. 
To  purge  all  fierce  and  foul  defire, 
And  kindle  life  more  pure  and  kind : 

5  The  fpirit  of  faith  in  this  thy  day, 

To  break  the  power  of  cancell'd  fin, 

Tread  down  its  ftrength,  o'erturn  its  fway. 

And  ftill  the  conqueft  more  than  win. 

^  The  fpirit  breathe  of  Inw-ard  life, 

Which  in  our  hearts  thy  laws  may  write ; 
Then  grief  expires,  and  pain,  and  ftrife  : 
^TIs  nature  all,  and  all  delight. 

y  z 
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HYMN     CCLXV.     AngeUSong. 


PART    THE    SECONDo 

J   /^  N  all  the  earth  thy  Spirit  (hower, 
V_>/    The  earth  in  righteoufnefs  renew  : 
Thy  kingdom  come,  and  hell's  o'erpower^ 
And  to  thy  fceptre  all  fubdue. 

3  Like  mighty  winds  or  torrents  fierce. 
Let  it  oppofers  all  o'erturn  • 
And  every  law  of  fin  reverfe, 

That  faith  and  love  may  make  all  onc» 

3  Yea,  let  thy  Spirit  in  every  place 

Its  richeft  energy  declare  : 
While  lovely  tempers,  fruits  of  grace. 
The  kingdom  of  thy  Chriil  prepare. 

4  Grant  this,  O  holy  God,  and  true  ; 

The  ancient  feers  thou  didll  infpire ! 
To  us  perform  the  promife  due, 

Defcend  and  crown  us  now  with  fire  ! 

HYMN    CCLXVI.    AUrkh-o 

For  the  Society  Praying. 

5  f^  O  M  E,  thou  omnifcient  Son  of  ma% 
\^    Display  thy  fifting  pow'r. 

Come  with  thy  winnowing  Spirit's  fan^ 
And  throughly  purge  thy  floor. 
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Z  The  chafF  of  fin,  the  accurfed  things 
Far  from  our  fouls  be  driven  : 
The  wheat  into  thy  garner  bring, 
And  lay  us  up  for  heaven. 

3  Look  through  us  with  thy  eyes  of  flamep 

The  clouds  and  darknefs  chafe  : 
And  tell  me  what  by  fm  I  am. 
And  what  1  am  by  grace. 

4  Whatever  offends  thy  glorious  eyqsp 

Far  from  our  hearts  remove  ; 
As  duft  before  the  whirlwind  flies, 
Difperfe  it  by  thy  love, 

5  Then  let  us  all  thy  fulnefs  know. 

From  every  fm  fet  free  ; 
Sav'd,  to  the  utmoil  fav'd  below, 
And  perfeAly  like  thee. 

HYMN     CCLXVIL     Fettsr^Lar^, 

For  the  Society  Parting, 

1  f^  O  D  of  all  confolation,  take 
VJT    The  glory  of  thy  grace  ! 
Thy  gifts  to  thee  we  render  back 

In  ceafelefs  fongs  of  praife. 

2  Thro'  thee  we  now  together  came 

In  finglenefs  of  heart  : 
We  met,  O  Jefus,  in  thy  name. 
And  in  thy  name  we  part. 


258  SOCIETY    PARTINGv 

3  We  part  in  body,  not  in  mind : 

Our  minds  continue  one  ; 
And  each  to  each  in  Jefus  join'4> 
We  hand  in  hand  go  on. 

4  Subfifts  as  in  us  all  one  foul ; 

No  power  can  make  us  twain  ; 
And  mountains  rife  and  oceans  roll. 
To  fever  us,  in  vain. 

5  Prefent  we  ftill  in  fpirit  are, 

And  intimately  nigh, 
While  on  the  wings  of  faith  and  prayer 
We  each  to  other  fly. 

6  In  Jefus  Chrift  together  we 

In  heavenly  places  fit : 
Cloath'd  with  the  fun,  we  fmile  to  fee 
The  moon  beneath  our  feet. 

7  Our  life  is  hid  with  Chrift  in  God? 

Our  life  fhall  foon  appear. 

And  fhed  his  glory  all  abroad 

On  all  his  members  here. 

8  The  heavenly  treafure  now  we  have 

In  a  vile  houfe  of  clay  ; 
But  he  fiiall  to  the  utmoft  fave, 
And  keep  it  to  that  day. 

9  Our  fouls  arc  in  his  mighty  hand, 

And  he  (hall  keep  them  ftill  j 
And  you  and  I  ftiall  furely  ftand 
V^ith  him  on  Sion's  biUi 
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10     Him  eye  to  eye  we  there  fhall  fee  | 
Our  face  like  his  fliall  fliine ; 
O  what  a  glorious  company. 
When  faints  and  angels  join  Y 

ti     O  what  a  joyful  meeting  there  ! 
In  robes  of  white  array'd, 
Palms  in  our  hands  we  all  fhall  bear,    * 
And  crowns  upon  our  head. 

2  2     Then  let  us  lawfully  contend. 

And  fight  our  pafTage  through  :       .^ 
Bear  in  our  faithful  minds  the  end. 
And  keep  the  prize  in  view, 

13     Then  let  us  haften  to  the  day, 

When  all  fhall  be  brought  home  t" 
Come,  ,0  Redeemer,  come  away  i 
O  Jefus,  quickly  come  J 


HYMN     CCLXVni.     Lawfs^ 


■A 


ND  let  our  bodies  part, 
To  different  climes  repair 
Infeparably  join'd  in  heart 
The  friends  of  Jefus  are  h 


Z  Jefus  the  corner-flone 

Did  firfl  bur  hearts  unite  \ 
And  flill  he  keeps  our  fpirits  one|i 
Who  walk  with  him  in  white/ 

5  O  let  us  (till  proceed 

In  Jefu's  work  below  ; 
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And  following  our  triumphant  Head, 
To  farther  conquefts  go. 

^  The  vineyard  of  the  Lord 
Before  his  labourers  lies  ; 
And  lo  !   we  fee  the  vaft  reward 
Which  waits  us  in  the  lldes  I 

5  O  let  our  heart  and  mind 
Continually  afcend, 
That  haven  of  repofe  to  find, 
Where  all  our  labours  end  { 

^  Where  all  our  toils  are  o'er, 
Our  futfering  and  our  pain  f 
Who  meet  on  that  eternal  Ihore 
Shall  never  part  again. 

7  O  happy,  happy  place, 

Where  faints  and  angels  meet  j 
There  we  fhall  fee  each  other's  face^ 
And  all  our  brethren  greet. 

8  The  church  of  the  firft-born, 

We  fhall  with  them  be  bleft. 
And,  crown'd  with  endlefs  joy,  return 
To  our  eternal  reft. 

9  With  joy  we  fhall  behold. 

In  yonder  bleft  abode. 
The  patriarchs  and  prophets  old, 
And  all  the  faints  of  God. 

to  Abraham  and  Ifaac  there. 
And  Jacob  fliall  receive 
The  <^c!lovvers  of  thrii-  Faith  and  prayer. 
Who  now  in  bodies  live. 
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1 1     We  fliall  our  time  beneath 

Live  out  in  cheerful  hope. 
And  fearlefs  pafs  the  vale  of  deatF\^ 
And  gain  the  mountain-top. 
13     To  gather  home  his  own, 

God  ihall  his  angels  fend. 
And  bid  our  bhfs  on  earth  begun. 
In  deathlefs  triumphs  end. 


CONSOLATION. 
HYMN    CCLXIX.    L.  M. 

COMFORT,    ye  minifters  of  grac^' 
Comfort  the  people  of  your  Lord, 
O  lift  ye  up  the  fallen  race, 

And  cheer  them  by  the  gofpel-word. 
Go,  into  every  nation  go, 

Speak  to  their  trembling  hearts,  and  cry^ 
Glad  tidings  unto  all  we  fhow ; 

Jerufalem,  thy  God  is  nigh. 
Hark  !   in  the  wildernefs  a  cry, 

A  voice  that  loudly  calls,  Prepare  1 
Prepare  your  hearts  for  God  is  nigh. 

And  means  to  make  his  entrance  there ^1- 
The  Lord  your  God  fhall  quickly  come : 

Sinners  repent,  the  call  obey  : 
Open  your  hearts  to  make  him  room, 

Ye  defert  fouls,  prepare  his  way. 
The  Lord  (hall  clear  his  way  thro'  all : 

Whate'er  obftrudls,  obftrufts  in  vain  ; 
The  vale  fliall  rife,  the  mountain  fall. 

Crooked  be  ftraight,  and  rugged  plain. 
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6  The  glory  of  the  Lord  difplayM, 
Together  all  mankind  fhall  view  i 
And  what  his  mouth  in  truth  hath  faid-^ 
His  own  almighty  hand  fhall  do. 

HYMN    CCLXX.    L.  M. 

t    T  T  IGH  on  his  everlafliing  throne 

X  X    The  King  of  faints  his  works  furveyS;: 
Marks  the  dear  fouls  he  calls  his  own. 
And  fmiles  on  the  peculiar  race. 

it  He  refts  well  pleas*d  their  toils  to  fee. 
Beneath  his  eafy  yoke  they  move, 
With  all  their  heart  and  ftrength  agree 
In  the  fweet  labour  of  his  love. 

3  See  where  the  fervants  of  their  Godj 

A  bufy  multitude  appear, 
For  Jefus  day  and  night  employed. 
His  heritage  they  toil  to  clear. 

4  The  love  of  Chrift  their  hearts  conftrains. 

And  ftrengthens  their  unwearied  hands. 
They  fpend  their  fweat,  and  blood,  and  pains^ 
To  cultivate  Immanuel's  lands. 

5  Jefus  their  toil  delighted  fees, 

Their  induftry  vouchfafes  to  crown, 
He  kindly  gives  the  wifh'd  increafe, 
And  fends  the  prornis'd  blefllng  down*; 

6  The  fap  of  life,  the  Spirit's  powers. 

He  rains  inceffant  from  above, 
He  all  his  gracious  fulnefs  fliowers, 
To  perfe(3t  their  great  work  of  1<J^^ 
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7  O  multiply  thy  fowers'  feed, 

And  fruit  we  every  hour  fhall  bear, 
Throughout  the  world  thy  gofpel  fpread, 
Thine  everlafting  truth  declare  : 

8  We  all  in  perfed  love  renew'd 

Shall  know  the  greatnefs  of  thy  pow'r^ 
Stand  in  the  temple  of  our  God 
As  pillars,  and  go  out  no  more. 

HYMN    CCLXXI.     C.  M. 

1  /^  T  H  A  T  I  was  as  heretofore, 
V_^  When  warm  in  my  firft  love  ! 
I  only  llv'd  my  God  t'  adore, 

And  feek  the  things  above. 

2  Upon  my  head  his  candle  flione. 

And  lavilh  of  his  grace, 
With  cords  of  love  he  drew  me  on. 
And  half  unveiPd  his  face. 

3  Butter  and  honey  did  I  eat. 

And  lifted  up  on  high, 
I  faw  the  clouds  beneath  my  feet. 
And  pde  upon  the  flcy. 

4  Far,  far  above  all  earthly  things 

Triumphantly  I  rode  ; 
I  foarM  to  heav'n  on  eagles'  wings, 
And  found  and  talkM  with  God. 

5  Where  am  I  now,  from  what  an  height 

Of  happinefs  caft  down  ! 
The  gloiy  fwallow'd  up  in  night, 
And  faded  Js  the  crown. 
Z 
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6  O  God,  thou  art  my  honic,  my  reft. 
For  which  I  figh  in  pain, 
How  fhall  1  'fcape  into  thy  breaft, 
My  Eden  now  regain  ? 

HYMN    CCLXXn. 
i    O  AVIOUR  from  fin,  I  wait  to  prove 

0  That  Jefus  is  thy  heah'ng  name. 
To  lofe,  when  perfedled  in  love, 

Whate'er  I  have,  or  can,  or  am ; 

1  ftay  mc  on  thy  faithful  word. 
The  fervant  fhall  be  as  his  Lord. 

2  Anfwer  that  gracious  end  in  me. 

For  which  thy  precious  hfe  was  given. 
Redeem  from  all  iniquity, 

Reftore  and  make  me  meet  for  heaven ^ 
Unlefs  thou  purge  my  every  ftain. 
Thy  fuffering  and  my  faith  are  vain. 

3  'Tis  not  a  bare  releaie  from  fm, 

Its  guilt  and  pain,  my  foul  require?, 
I  want  a  fpirit  of  power  within  5 

Thee,  Jefus,  thee  my  heart  defires,,» 
And  pants,  and  breaks  to  be  renew'd. 
And  walh'd  in  thine  all-cleanfing  bloods 

4  Didil  thou  not  die  that  I  might  live 

No  longer  to  myfeif,  but  thee  ? 
Might  body,  foul,  and  fpivit  give 

To  him  who  gave  himfelf  for  me  T 
Come  then,  my  Mafter,  and  my  God; 
Take  the  dear  purchafe  of  thy  blood, 
5:  Thine  own  peculiar  fervant  claim, " 

For  thine  own  truth  and  mercy's  fa^e. 
Hallow  in  me  thy  glerious  name. 

Me  for  chine  own  this  moment  ta.ke^ 
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And  change  and  throughly  purify  ; 
Thine  only  may  I  live  and  die. 

HYMN    CCLXXIII.     C.  M. 

Morning  Hymn. 

GIVER  and  Guardian  of  my  deep, 
To  praife  thy  name  I  wake, 
Still,  Lord,  thy  helplefs  fervant  keep, 
For  thine  own  mercy's  fake. 
/   The  bleffing  of  another  day 
I  'thankfully  receive  ; 
O  may  I  only  thee  obey. 
And  to  thy  glory  live. 
I  Vouchfafe  to  keep  my  foul  from  fin^ 
Its  cruel  power  fufpend. 
Till  all  this  Itrife  and  war  within 
In  perfcd:  peace  fhall  end. 

4  Upon  me  lay  thy  mighty  hand. 

My  words  and  thoughts  reilrain. 
Bow  my  whole  foul  to  thy  command^ 
Nor  let  my  faith  be  vain. 

5  Prifoner  of  hope,  I  wait  the  hour 

Which  fhall  falvation  bring. 
When  all  I  am  (hall  own  thy  pov/cr, 
And  call  my  Jefus,   King. 

HYMN    CCLXXIV.    L.  M. 

1  A    WAKE,  Jerufalem,  awake, 
JLJL.   No  longer  in  thy  fms  lie  down, 
The  garment  of  falvation  take, 

Thy  beauty  and  thy  ftreugth  put  on. 

2  Shake  off  the  dufl  that  blinds  thy  fight. 

And  hid^  the  promife  from  thine  eyes. 
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An'fe  and  ftruggle  into  light, 

Thy  great  Deliverer  calls,  Arife  i 

3  Shake  off  the  bands  of  fad  dcfpair, 

Sion  affert  thy  liberty. 
Look  up,  thy  broken  heart  prepare. 
And  God  ftiall  fet  the  captive  free. 

4  Veflels  of  mercy,  fons  of  grace, 

Be  purg'd  from  every  finful  llain. 
Be  like  your  Lord  :  his  word  embrace. 
Nor  bear  his  hallowM  name  in  vain. 

^  The  Lord  fliall  in  your  front  appear. 
And  lead  the  pompous  triumph  on  ; 
His  gloiy  fhall  bring  up  the  rear, 
And  perfect  w^hat  his  grace  begun. 

HYMN    CCLXXV. 
J    /^  OME,  O  thou  traveller  unknown, 
V-y    Whom  ftill  I  own  but  canuot  fee, 
My  company  before  is  gone. 

And  I  am  left  alone  with  thee, 
With  thee  all  night  I  mean  to  ilay. 
And  wreftle  till  the  break  of  day. 

2  In  vain  thou  ftruggleft  to  get  free, 

I  never  will  unloofe  my  hold  : 
Art  thou  the  man  who  dy'd  for  me  i 

The  fecret  of  thy  love  unfold  j 
Wreilling  I  will  not  let  thee  go, 
Till  I  thy  name,  thy  nature  know. 

3  What  tho*  my  flirinking  flefh  complaiu. 

And  murmur  to  contend  fo  long, 
1  rife  fuperior  to  my  pain, 

When  I  am  weak,  then  I  am  ftrong. 
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And  when  my  all  of  ftrength  fhall  fail, 
I  ihall  with  the  God-man  prevail. 
Yield  to  me  now, — for  I  am  weak, 

But  confident  in  felf-defpair  ; 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  bleilings  fpeak, 
Be  conquered  by  my  inilant  prayer  : 
Speak,  or  thou  never  hence  flialt  move. 
And  teli  me  if  thy  name  be  love. 
*Tis  love,  'tis  love  !    Thou  dy'dfl:  for  me, 

I  hear  thy  whifper  in  my  heart, 
The  moriiing  breaks,  the  Hiadows  flee. 

Pure,  univerfal  love  thou  art  ; 
To  me,  to  ail,  thy  bowels  move, 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  love. 
1  know  thee.   Saviour,  who  thou  art, 

Jefus  the  feeble  Unner's  friend  ; 
Ncr  wilt  thou  with  the  night  depart, 
But  flay  and  love  me  to  the  end  ; 
Thy  mercies  never  fhall  rem.o'-e. 
Thy  nature  and  thy  name  is  love. 
HYMN     CCLXXVI. 
FT  have  we  pafs'd  the  guilty  night 
In  revellings  and  frantic  miitli, 
The  creature  was  our  fole  delight, 

Our  happinefs  the  th-ngs  of  earth  ; 
But  O,  fuffice  the  feafon  pait, 
We  chda^  the  better  part  ?t  laft. 
Wc  will  notclofc  our  wakefu.i  rye?, 
We  will  not  let  c  ur  eyt'-iids  H:  ep, 
But  humbly  lift  them  to  the  il<ics, 

And  all  a  folemn  vigil  keep  j 
So  many  nights  on  fui  beilovv'd, 
Can  we  not  vvLitch  one  hour  fdr  Gad  ? 

Z3 
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3  We  can,  dear  Jefus,  for  tliy  fake. 

Devote  our  every  hear  to  thee  ; 
Speak  but  the  word,  our  fouls  fhall  wake, 

And  fing  with  cheerful  melody  ; 
Thy  praife  fiiall  our  glad  tonguei^  employ. 
And  every  heart  fhall  dance  for  joy. 

4  Dear  objeft  of  our  faith  and  love. 

We  liften  for  thy  welcome  voice, 
Our  perfons  and  our  works  approve. 

And  bid  us  in  thy  flrength  rejoice. 
Now  let  us  hear  the  mighty  cry. 
And  (hout  to  find  the  bridegroom  nigb. 

5  Shout  in  the  midft  of  us,  O  King 

Of  faints,  and  let  our  joys  abound. 
Let  us  rejoice,  give  thanks,  and  fmg, 

And  triumph  in  redemption  found: 
We  afli  in  faith  for  every  foul  > 
O  let  our  glorious  joy  be  full. 

6  O  may  we  all  triumphant  rife. 

With  joy  upon  our  heads  returi*. 
And  far  above  thefe  nether  ikies. 

By  thee  on  eagle's  wings  upborne, 
Thro'jgii  all  yon  radiant  circle  mov?, 
And  gain  the  higheft  heaven  of  love. 

HYMN    CCLXXyil.^C.  M. 

1  /^\  H  for  a  clofer  walk  with  God, 
V^    A  calm  and  heavenly  frame  ; 
A  light  to  Ihine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Larnb  I 

2  Where  is  the  bleflednefs  I  knew, 

When  firil  I  faw  the  Lord  ? 
"Where  is  the  foul-refrefhing  vis't      ^ 
Of  Jefus  and  hk  '.vord  ? 
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*  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoy'd ; 
How  fweet  their  memory  ftlll ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 
4.  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return. 
Sweet  meflenger  of  reft  ; 
I  hate  the  fins  that  made  thee  mourn,         ''^ 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breaft. 

5  The  deareft  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  thy  throne  : 
And  worfhip  only  thee. 

6  So  ihali  my  walk  be  clofe  with  God, 

Calm  and  ferene  my  frame  ; 

So  purer  light  fliall  mark  the  road 

That  leads  m.e  to  the  Lamb. 

HYMN    CCLXXVIII.     L.  M. 
I       A    N  inward  baptifm  of  pure  fire, 
J^X.   Where\\-ith  to  be  baptiz'd  I  have  ; 
*TIs  all  my  longing  foul's  defire, 
This,  only  this  my  foul  can  fave. 
Z  Straightened  I  am,  till  this  be  done ; 
Kindle  in  me  the  living  flame  > 
Father,  in  me  reveal  thy  Son: 
Baptize  me  into  Jefu's  name. 

3  Transform  my  nature  into  thine. 

Let  all  my  powers  thine  imprefs  feel. 
Let  all  my  foul  become  divine, 

And  ftamp  me  with  thy  Spirit's  feal. 

4  Love,  mighty  love,  my  heart  o'erpow'r. 

Ah  !  why  doft  thou  fo  long  dtla^  ! 
Cut  fl)ort  the  work,  bring  near  the  hour, 
Aad  let  me  fee  thy  perfcd  day- 
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^   Behold,  for  thee  I  ever  wait, 

Now  let  me  in  thy  image  Ihine, 
Now  the  new  heavens  and  earth  create. 
And  plant  with  righteoufnefs  divine; 
6   If  with  the  wretched  fons  of  men 
It  ftill  be  thy  delight  to  live, 
Come,  Lord,  beget  my  foul  again, 
Thyfelf,  thy  quickening  Spirit  give, 
HYMN    CCLXXIX.     C.  M. 

1  "POUNTAIN  of  life,  to  all  below, 
J^     Let  thy  falvation  roll : 
Water,  replenifh,  and  o'erflow 

Every  believing  foul. 

2  Into  that  happy  number,  Lord, 

Us  weary  finners  take, 
Jefus,  fulfil  thy  gracious  word, 
For  thine  own  mercy's  fake. 

3  Turn  back  our  nature's  rapid  tide. 

And  we  (hall  flow  to  thee, 
While  down  the  ftream  of  time  we  glide 
To  our  eternity. 

4  The  well  of  life  to  us  thou  art, 

Of  joy  the  fwelling  flood. 
Wafted  by  thee,  with  willing  heart 
We  fwift  return  to  God. 

5  We  foon  fnall  reach  the  boundlefs  fea. 

Into  thy  fulnefs  fall, 
Be  lofl  and  fwallow'd  up  in  thee, 
Our  God,  our  All  in  AH. 

HYMN    CCLXXX.    L.  M. 
J    ^^  THOU,  whom  all  thy  faints  adore, 
K^  *We  now  with  all  thy  faints  agree, 
And  bow  our  inmoil  fouls  before 
Thy  glorious,  avvful' Majefty, 
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V 

2  The  King  of  nations  we  proclaim, 

Who  would  not  our  great  Sovereign  fear  ? 
We  long  t'  experience  all  thy  name. 
And  now  we  come  to  meet  thee  here. 

3  We  come,  great  God,  to  feek  thy  face, 

And  for  thy  loving  kindnefs  wait ; 
And  O  how  dreadful  is  this  place  ! 

'Tis  God's  own  houfe,  'tis  heaven's  gate,, 

4  Tremble  our  hearts  to  find  thee  nigh, 

To  thee  our  trembling  hearts  afpire* 
And  lo !  we  fee  defcend  from  high 
The  pillar  and  the  flame  of  fire. 

^  Still  let  it  on  th'  affembly  ftay. 

And  all  the  houfe  vv^ith  glory  fill : 
To  Canaan's  bounds  point  out  the  way, 
And  bring  us  to  the  holy  hill. 

6  There  let  us  all  with  Jefus  fland. 

And  join  the  general  church  above. 
And  take  our  feats  at  thy  right  hand, 
And  fmg  thine  everlafting  love. 

7  Came,  JLord,  our  fouls  are  on  the  wfng, 

Now  on  thy  great  white  throne  appeui, 
And  let  my  eyes  behold  my  King, 
And  let  me  fee  my  Saviour  there. 

HYMN    CCLXXXL    L.  M. 

I    O  AY,    which  of  you  would  fee  the  Lordi 
i3    You  all  may  now  obtain  the  grace, 
Behold  him  in  the  written  word, 

Where  John  unveils  the  Saviour's  face. 
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2  Clear  as  the  trumpet's  voice  he  fpeaks 

To  every  foul  that  turns  his  ear ; 
Amlcld  the  golden  candleilicks 

He  walks  :  and  lo  !  he  now  is  here. 

3  Prefent  to  all  believing  fouls, 

They  fee  him  v/ith  an  eagle's  eye  ; 
Down  to  his  feet  a  garment  rolls, 

Stain'd  with  a  glorious  crimfon  dye. 
/J,  A  golden  girdle  binds  his  breaft, 

(Whence  ftreams  of  confolation  flow. 
Milk  for  his  new-born  babes,  who  reft 

In  him,  nor  other  comfort  know.) 

5  His  form  is  as  the  Son  of  Man, 

His  eyes  are  as  a  flame  of  fire  j 
They  dart  a  fio-confiiming  pain, 
And  life  and  joy  divine  infpirc. 

6  Kis  fpotlefs  purity  of  foul, 

We  by  a  lovely  emblem  know, 
His  head  and  hair  are  white  as  wool. 
White  are  they  as  the  driven  fnow. 

7  Glitter  his  feet  like  polifh'd  brafs 

That  long  hath  in  the  furnace  ihone. 
Brighter  than  lightning  is  his  face,-., 
Brighter  than  the  meridian  fun.    '  ' 

8  As  many  waters  founds  his  word, 

Seven  liars  he  holds  In  his  right  hand. 
Out  of  his  mouth  a  twocdg'd  fword 
Goes  forth  :  before  it  who  can  (land  ? 
^  Lord,  at  thy  feet  we  fall  as  dead, 

Lay  thy  right  hand  upon  our  foul. 
Scatter  our  fears,  thy  Spirit  faed. 
And  all  our  unbelief  controul. 
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10  Tell  us,  "  I  am  the  Firft  and  Laft, 

"  Who  liv'd  and  dy'd  for  all,  am  I ! 
"  And  lo  !   my  bitter  death  is  paft, 
**  And  lo  !   I  live  no  more  to  die  : 

XI   "  I  have  the  keys  of  death  and  hell." 
Amen  !    thy  record  we  receive, 
And  wait  till  thou  our  fpirits  feal. 
And  all  in  all  for  ever  live. 

HYMN    CCLXXXII.     L.  M. 

1  1  A  RAW  near,  O  Son  of  God,  drav^r  neai^ 
J_^  Us  with  thy  flaming  eye  behold. 

Still  in  thy  church  vouchfafe  t'  appear, 
And  let  our  candle  ft ick  be  gold. 

2  Still  hold  the  liars  in  thy  right  hand, 

And  let  them  in  thy  luftre  glow, 
The  lights  of  a  benighted  land. 
The  angels  of  thy  church  below. 

3  Make  good  their  apoftolic  boaft. 

Their  high  commiffion  let  them  prove. 
Be  temples  of  the  Holy  Ghoft, 

And  fill'd  with  faith  and  hope  and  love. 

4  Their  hearts  from  things  of  earth  remove. 

Sprinkle  them,  Lord,  from  fin  and  fear, 
Fix  their  affections  all  above, 

And  lay  up  all  their  treafure  there. 

5  Give  them  an  ear  to  hear  thy  word  ; 

Thou  fpeakeft  to  the  churches  now ; 
And  let  all  tongues  confefs  th':ir  Lord, 
Let  every  knee  to  Jefus  'ooy^. 
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HYMN    CCLXXXIII. 

1  T  N  boundlefs  mercy,  gracious  Lord,  appear, 
X  Darknefs  difpel,  the  humbk  mourner  cheer; 
Vain  thoughts  remove,  melt  down  this  fiinty 

heart ; 
Caufe  every  foul  to  choofe  the  better  part, 

3  Thy  prefence  fills  the  univerfpl  fpace  ; 
Thy  grace  appears  to  all  the  fallen  race. 
O  vifit  us  with  light  and  life  divine. 
Fill  every  foiil,  for  every  foul  is  thine. 

3  The  bleffed  Jefus  is  my  Lord,  my  love  ; 

He  is  my  King,  from  him  I  would  not  movej 

Away  then  all  ye  objefts  that  divert, 

Nor  feek  to  draw  from  my  dear  Lord  my  heart, 

4  That  uncreated  beauty  which  hath  gain'd 
My  ravifh'd  heart,  hath  all  your  glory  ftain'd  ; 
His  lovelinefs  my  foul  hath  prepoffefsM, 
And  left  no  room  for  any  other  guett. 

HYMN    CCLXXXIV.    G.  M. 

LORD,  all  I  am  is  known  to  thee ; 
In  vain  my  foul  would  try 
To  fliun  thy  prefence,  or  to  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thy  all  furrounding  fight  furveys 

My  rifing  and  my  reft, 
My  public  walks,  my  private  ways, 
The  fecrets  of  my  breaft. 

•^  My  thoughts  He-  open  to  thee,  Lord, 
Before  they're  form'd  within  :- 
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And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word, 
Thou  know'lt  the  fenfe  I  mean. 

4  O  wond'rouo  knowledge,  deep  and  high'^' 

Where  can  a  creature  hide  ? 
Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 
Befet  on  every  fide. 

5  So  let  thy  grace  furround  me  ftill. 

And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 

To  guard  my  foul  from  ever)--  ill, 

Secured  by  SovVcign  love. 

HYMN    CCLXXXV.     Bofon-.. 
Chrtfimas  Hymn. 

1  «  QHEPHlERDS  rejoice,  lift  up  your  eye^ 

O    "  And  fend  your  fears  away, 
^<  News  from  the  regions  of  the  ikies— 
"  Salvation's  born  to-day. 

2  **  Jefus  the  God  whom  angels  fear, 

"  Comes  down  to  dwell  with  you ; 
"  To-day  he  makes  his  entrance  here, 
"  But  not  as  monarchs  do. 

3  **  No  gold,  nor  purple  fwaddling  bands- 

**  Nor  royal  fhining  things  ; 
"  A  manger  for  his  cradle  ftands, 
"  And  holds  the  King  of  kings. 

4  "  Go,  fhepherds,  where  the  infant  lies, 

"  And  fee  his  humble  throne : 
"  With  tears  of  joy  in  all  your  eyes, 
"  Go|  fhepherds,  kifs  the  Son.*^ 
A  a 
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5  Thus  Gabriel  fang,  and  ftraight  around 

H'he  heavenly  armies  throng  ; 
They  tune  their  harps  to  lofty  found. 
And  thus  conclude  the  fong  : 

6  "  Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 

"  Let  peace  furround  the  earth  j 
"  Mortals  fhall  know  their  Maker's  love, 
"  At  their  Redeemer's  birth." 

7  Lord !  and  (hall  angels  have  their  fongsy 

A  nd  men  no  tunes  to  raife  ? 
O  may  we  lofe  thefe  ufelefs  tongues 
When  we  forget  to  praife  ! 

S  Glory  to  God  that  reigns  abovCj 
That  pitied  us  forlorn, 
We  join  to  fing  our  Maker's  love, 
For  there's  a  Saviour  born. 

BAPTISM. 

HYMN    CCLXXXVL     C.  M. 

1  /^  ELESTIAL  Dove,  defcend  from  hlgkr 
V-/   And  on  the  water  brood  : 

Come,  with  thy  quick'ning  pow'r  apply 
The  water  and  the  blood. 

2  Almighty  God,  for  thee  we  call, 

And  our  requeft  renew  : 
Accept  in  Chrift,  and  blefs  withal 
The  work  we  have  to  do. 
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H  Y  M  N    CGLXXXVII.    S.  M, 


\^    An( 


id  wafli  away  my  fin, 
The  ftream  to  which  my  fpirit  flies 
Can  make  the  fouleit  clean, 

'I   It  runs  divinely  clear, 

A  fountain  deep  and  wide  ; 
'Twas  openM  by  the  foldier's  fpear. 
In  my  Redeemer's  fide  ! 

HYMN    CCLXXXVIII.     L.  M, 

I    /^OME,  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft, 
V^    Honour  tl^e  means  ordain'd  by  thee  ? 
Make  good  our  apollolic  boaft, 
And  own  thy  glorious  miniftry, 

I  Father,  In  thefe  reveal  thy  Son  : 

In  thefe  for  whom  we  feek  thy  face. 
The  hidden  myftery  make  knovyn^ 
The  inward,  pure,  baptizing  grace. 

-3  Jefus,  with  us  thou  always  art : 
EfFe£l'ate  now  the  facred  fign  ; 
The  gift  unfpcakable  impart, 
And  blefs  the  ordinance  divine- 

4  Eternal  Spirit,  defcend  from  higb,- 
Baptizer  of  our  fpirits,  thou  ! 
The  facramental  feal  apply. 

And  wltncfs  witl^  the  water  now  i- 
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CLASS-MEETING. 
HYMN    CCLXXXIX. 

1  ALL  thanks  to  the  Lamb  who  gives  ug 
jt\.  to  meet : 

His  love  we  proclaim,  his  pralfes  repeat : 
We  own  him  our  Jefus,  continually  near, 
To  pardon,  and  blefs  us,  and  perfedl  us  here^- 

3  In  him  we  have  peace,  In  him  we  have  pow'r, 
PrefervM  by  hfs  grace  throughout  the  dark 

hour: 
In  all  our  temptation,  he  keeps  us  to  prove 
His  utmoft  falvation,  his  fulnefs  of  love. 

3  Pronounce  the  glad  word,  and  bid  us  be  free; 
Ah!  hall  thou  not,  Lord,  a  blefling  for  me? 
The  peace  thou  hail  given  this  moment  Impart, 
And  open  thy  heaven,  O  Love,  in  my  heart! 

HYMN    CCXC.     C.  M. 

1  O  E  E,    Jefu,  thy  difciples,  fee, 
l^    The  promised  bleffing  give  ? 
Met  in  thy  name,  we  look  to  thee, 

Expe6ling  to  receive. 

2  Thee  we  expedl,  our  faithful  "Lord, 

Who  in  thy  name  are  join'd  : 
We  wait  according  to  thy  word, 
Thee  In  the  midft  to  find. 

3  Whom  now  we  feek,  O  may  we  meet  I 

Jefus,  the  ciTicify'd, 
"Shew  us  thy  bleeding  hands  and  feetj. 
Thou  who  for  us  hall  dy'd. 
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HYMN    CCXCI. 

1  A    PPointed  by  thee,  we  meet  in  thy  name, 
JLX.   And  meekly  agree  to  follow  the  Lamb^  j 
To  trace  thy  example,  the  world  to  difdain,       i 
And  conttantly  trample  on  pleafure  and  pain.  1 

2  O  Jefus  appear  !   no  longer  delay. 
To  fan6lify  here,  and  bear  us  away  ; 

The  end  of  our  meeting  on  earth  let  us  fee. 
Triumphantly  fitting  in  glor)'  with  thee  ! 

HYMN    CCXCII,    L.  M. 

Funeral. 

1  'TH  H  A  N  K  S  be  to  God  whofe  faithful  love 

X      Hath  calPd  another  to  his  breait, 
Tranflated  him  to  joys  above. 
To  manfions  of  eternal  reft. 

2  He  the  good  fight  ojf  faith  hath  won. 

He  heard  with  joy  the  welcome  word  ^ 
**  Hither  come  up  (thy  \vork  is  done) 
"  And  reign  for  ever  with  thy  Lord." 

3  By  minifterial  fpirits  conveyed, 

Lodg'd  in  the  garner  of  the  ficy. 
He  refts  in  Abraham's  bofom  laid. 
He  lives  with  God,  no  more  to  die. 

4  Thanks  be  to  Cod,  through  Chrift  alone, 

Who  gave  our  friend  the  vidlory, 
O  Mafter,  fay  to  me,  "  Well  done  !" 
May  I  rejoice  to  die  in  thee, 
Aaz 
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HYMN    CCXCIIIe 
E  fimple  fouls,  that  flray 


Y 


Far  from  the  path  of  peace, 
That  unfrequented  way 

To  life  and  happinefs — 
How  long  will  ye  your  folly  love. 

And  throng  the  downward  road, 
And  hate  the  wifdonn  from  above. 

And  mock  the  fons  of  God  ? 
Madnefs  and  mifery 

Ye  count  our  life  beneath. 
And  nothing  great  can  fee, 

Or  glorious  in  our  death  ! 
As  born  to  fuffer  and  to  grieve^ 

Beneath  your  feet  we  lie, 
And  utterly  contemn'd  we  live, 

And  unlamented  die. 
Poor,  penfive  fojourners, 

O'crwhelmM  with  grief  and  woes, 
Perplex'd  with  needlefs  fears, 

And  pleafure's  mortal  foes: 
More  irkfome  than  a  gaping  tomb. 

Our  fight  ye  cannot  bear. 
Wrapt  in  the  melancholy  gloom 

Of  fanciful  defpair. 
So  wretched  and  obfcure. 

The  men  whom  ye  defpife^ 
So  foolifh,  weak,  and  poor, 

Above  your  fcorn  we  rife  : 
Our  confcience  in  the  Holy  GhoU 

Can  witnefs  better  things ; 
For  he,  whpfe  blood  is  all  our  boaft^ 
.  Hath  made  us  pi^efta  ^nd  king«. 
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5  Riches  unfearchable 

In  Jefu's  love  we  know. 
And  pleafures  from  the  well 

Of  life,  our  fouls  overflow ; 
From  him  the  fpirit  we  receive, 

Of  wifdom,  grace,  and  pow'r, 
And  always  forrowful  we  live. 

Rejoicing  evermore. 

6  Angels  our  iervants  are. 

And  keep  in  all  our  ways, 
And  in  their  hands  they  bear 

The  facred  fons  of  grace  ; 
Our  guardians  to  that  heavenly  blife^ 

They  all  our  fteps  attend  ; 
And  God  himfelf  our  Father  is, 

And  Jefus  is  our  friend. 

7  With  him  we  walk  in  white. 

We  in  his  image  fhine. 
Our  robes  are  robes  of  light. 

Our  righteoufnefs  divine : 
On  all  the  grov*ling  kings  of  earth. 

With  pity  w^e  look  down. 
And  claim  in  virtue  of  our  birth^ 

A  never-fading  crown. 

HYMN    CCXCIV. 

i  TTA-RK!  how  the  gofpel-trumpet  founds! 
X  A   Thro'  all  the  earth  the  echo  bounds! 
And  Jefus,  by  redeeming  blood. 
Is  bringing  finners  back  to  God ; 
And  guides  them  fafely  by  his  word 
To  endlefs  day. 
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^  Hall,  alf-vi£lorious,  conq'ring  Lord  ! 
Be- thou  by  all  thy  works  ador'd. 
Who  undertook  for  finfiil  man, 
And  brought  falvation  through  thy  name. 
That  we  with  thee  may  ever  reign 
In  cndlefs  day. 

3   Figbt  on,  ye  conquVing  fouls  fight  on, 
And  when  the  conqueft  you  have  won. 
The  palms  of  viA'ry  you  ihall  bear, 
And  in  his  kingdom  have  a  fhare. 
And  crowns  of  glory  ever  wear 
In  endlefs  day. 

^  There  we  fliall  in  fweet  chorus  join. 
And  faints  and  angels  all  combine, 
To  fing  of  his  redeeming  lo^e, 
When  rolling  years  fhall  ceafe  to  move. 
And  this  ftiall  be  our  theme  above, 
In  endlefs  day. 

HYMN    CCXCV.     C.  M. 

1    T  KNOW  that  my  Redeemer  live?, 
X    And  ever  prays  for  me  : 
A  token  of  his  love  he  gives, 
A  pledge  of  liberty. 

3   Thy  lov^  I  foon  expeft  to  find 
In  all  its  depth  and  height, 
To  comprehend  the  Eternal  Mindj^ 
And  grafp  the  infinite. 

3  When  God  is  mine,  nnd  I  am  hi&. 
Of  paradife  poifefs^d, 
I  tafte  unutterable  blifs. 
And  everlafting  reit. 
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HYMN    CCXCVI.     S.  M. 

1  T^  AT  HER,  I  dare  believe 

r     Thee  merciful  and  true ; 
Thoif  wilt  ray  guilty  foul  forgive^ 
My  fallen  foul  renew. 

2  Come  then  for  Jefu's  fake, 

And  bid  my  heart  be  clean  ; 
An  end  of  all  my  troubles  make^ 
An  end  of  ail  my  fm. 

3  I  cannot  wafh  my  heart, 
But  by  believing  the^  : 
And  waiting  for  ihy  blood  t'  impart 
The  fpotlefs  purity, 

4.  While  at  thy  crofs  I  lie, 
Jefu,  the  grace  beftow  ; 
Now  thy  all-cieanfing  blood  apply. 
And  I  am  white  as  fnow. 

HYMN    CCXCVn.    C.  M- 

1  T  ASK  the  gift  of  right'oufnefs, 
X    The  lln-fubduing  pow'r  ^ 
Pow'r  to  believe,  and  go  in  peace, 

And  never  grieve  thee  more. 

2  My  vehement  foul  cries  out  opprefs^$lj 

Impatient  to  be  freed  ! 
Nor  can  I,  Lord,  nor  will  1  reft, 
Till  I  am  fav'd  indeed. 

^  Art  thou  not  able  to  convert  ? 
Art  thou  not  willing  too  ? 
To  change  this  old,  rebellious  heart, 
To  conquer  and  renew  ? 
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HYMN    CGXGVIII. 

1  "Xl^T Hile  fliepherds  watch'd  their  i?ocks  by 

VV      All  feated  on  the  ground,       [night. 
The  angel  of  the  Lord  came  down. 
And  glory  fhone  aroiind. 

2  "  Fear  not,"  faid  he  (for  mighty  dread 

Had  feiz'd  their  troubled  mind  ;) 
**  Glad  tidings  of  great  joy  I  bring 
*'  To  you  and  all  mankind. 

3  "  To  you  in  David's  town  this  day 

"  Is  born  of  David's  line, 
*'  The  Saviour  who  is  Chrift  the  Lord  ; 
"  And  this  fiiall  be  the  fign  ; 

4  "  The  heav'nly  babe  you  there  ihall  find 
**  To  human  view  difplay'd, 

*'  All  meanly  wrapp'd  in  fwathing  bandSjj 
<*  And  in  a  manger  laid." 

5  Thu&  fpake  the  feraph,  and  forthwith 

Appeared  a  fhinlng  throng 
Of  angels,  praifing  God  on  high, 
Addrefs'd  their  joyful  fong': 

6  ^'  All  glory  be  ro  God  on  high, 

"  And  to  the  earth  be  peace  ; 
"  Good-will  henceforth,  from  heav'n  to  menj 
"  Begin  and  never  ceafe.'* 

HYMN     CCXCIX. 

I    X     OVING  Jefus,  gentle  Lamb^, 
I.  J    In  thy  gracious  hands  I  am. 
Make  me.  Saviour,  what  thou  art^^ 
X^ive  t]>yfelf  within  my  heart. 
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I  (hall  then  lliew  forth  thy  ]M»ife^ 
Ser\^e  thee  all  my  happy  la)«s  : 
Then  the  world  fhall  always  fee 
Chrift,  the  hoiy  child,  in  me. 

HYMN    CCC 

i    /^  THOU,  who  comeft  from  alDove  ! 
V^    The  pure  celeliial  fire  t'  impart^ 
Kindle  a  flame  of  facved  love, 
On  the  mean  altar  of  my  heart ! 

2  There  let  it  for  thy  glory  burn. 

With  inextinguifhable  blaze, 
And  trembling  to  its  fource  return^ 
In  humble  love  and  fervent  praife. 

3  Jefu,  confirm  riiy  heart's  defire. 
To  work,  and  fpeak,  and  thiak  for  thee  J 

Still  let  me  guard  the  holy  fire. 
And  Hill  llir  up  thy  gift  in  me  : 

4  Ready  for  all  thy  perfe6l  will, 
My  adls  of  faith  and  love  repeat  5 

Till  death  thy  endlefs  mercies  feal, 
And  make  the  facrifice  complete^. 


F  I  N  I  S. 


C    O    N    T    E    N 

T 

& 

^    >--t4    ^    ■     . 

• 

— ..i..<,^«^^^y..» 

— 

Awakening  and  inviting 

Pa] 

Penitential        ,            -            - 

Petition         -            •            - 

-     ai 

Rejoicing        •             ^            - 

- 

Praife 

•k 

Trufting  Iri  Providence 

- 

Suffering             •             -  .- 

Jk 

Funeral             ,             -             • 

- 

Fellowfhfp         ^            .             , 

- 

18 

"Backfliding 

- 

20 

Nallvlty         cr              .             » 

- 

20 

NevV'Year         ^ 

. 

21 

Good-Friday 

- 

21 

Pralfe            -            » 

21 

Morning  and  Evening             ♦ 

■* 

21 

Sacramental 

21 

Parting            *              •              » 

* 

25 

Chriftraas  Hymn  i 

- 

2:1 

Baptifm 

^ 

2'l 

Clafs-Meetiyg 

<• 

^7i 
'f 

\ 


